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ExcLish, ScoTCH, and IRisH SoNGs, CATCHES, 
Durs, and CAN TATAS, in the true SPIRIT and 
11 rx 21 2 
TASTE of the Three different Nations. 

Collected from all the numerous Books of this Kind that have 
been publiſhed from the firſt Appearance of ſuch Works to the 
preſent Time; including every celebrated So x that has been 
fung at the public GARDENS and THEATRES, either the 
laſt or any preceding Scaſon. 

With a great Number of VaLUaBLE OR1G1NALS. 

Being an Attempt to improve upon others in the true Spirit of 
SOCtAL MIRrTH and Goon FELLOWS HIP, without forget- 
ting the Reſpect that is due to the PUBLIC. 

To which is added, 

A complete Collection of the various ToasTs, SEN“ 
TIMENTS, and Hor Nos, that are now in vogue. 
A New EDITION, carefully corrected. 

Nor ſhun, my Soul! the genial Bowl, 
Where Mirth, Good-nature, Spirit flow; 
Ingredients theſe, above to pleaſe 

Ihe leuzhing Gods, the Wiſe below. YouNge 


L O ND UN. 


Frinted for Ricyarosox8 and URQUHART, under the 
Royal Exchange, 


by 


R G N J G 0 * 5 
4 


4 1 


IE or. \ 
> x We R 3 
as 3 * 


FF 


ITHOUT entering into a learned 

diſquiſition upon Muſic, the Editor 
ot this performance thinks it incumbent on 
im to give ſome reaſons for laying this Col- 
lection at preſent before the public, at a 
time that Song Books in general are held in 
but ſmall eſteem; as there are more bad 
compilations of the kind than there are 
good voices. 


Few, if any, publications of this nature, 
extant, appear to have fallen to the lot of 
perſons i in the leaſt acquainted with the buſi- 
neſs they engaged in: a promiſcuous jumble, 
without choice or ſclection, to fill a certain 

a 2 num- 
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number of pages, feems to have been the 
only object they have hitherto had in view, 
and whilſt in general they excluded decency, 
they alto laid afide taſte and judgment. 


Amongſt all the various Song Books that 
have fallen under our inſpection, we have 
not met With one but what has been totally 
defective as to conſiſtency; and in blend- 
ing a ſtrange aſſemblage of airs together, 
thereby endeavouring to ſuit every taſte, 
they ablolutely ſuit none. 


The errors of our predeceſſors have ſerved 
us as beacons to avoid thoſe ſhoals on which 
they have ſplit; and, by ſteering a different 
courſe, we hope to meet a different fate. To 
this end it was judged necefiary to cull a 
Collection of Songs that were not incon- 
gruous, and which might come under the 
denomination of the ſocial and convivial z 
and in the purſuit of this taſk we have had 
recourſe, at ſome expence, to all the Engliſh 
Song Books, ancient and modern, publiſhed 
in the three kingdoms, that might furniſh 
any materials tor the accompliſhment of our 
plan. 


In the proſecution of our deſign, we have 


allo had an eye to decency and decorum, 
which 
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which ſhould never be entirely baniſhed 
from the moſt jovial company; and tho? 
we ſhould be very forry that the ſpirits of 
the purchaſer ſhould flag, or that he ſhould 
be any way diſappointed, the only conſola- 
tion we can give him, if he ſhould expect 
more luſcious harmony than we propoſe in- 
troducing, is, that ſome ſituations are much 
better conceived than deſcribed. 


In the courſe of our taſk we had, doubt- 
leſs, much more to reject than adopt, having 
preſerved none but what were either elegant 
in themſelves, or admired for their muſic, 
Thoſe of modern date are ſelected from the 
moſt approved Engliſh poets and compclers. 
The ſtage has in this reſpect been our great- 
eſt ſource; as our operas and maſques have 
ot late excelled any foreign productions of 
the kind. Nor have the favourite airs 
iung at the public gardens eſcaped our at- 
tention, A great number are alſo new, 
having never before appeared in print, in- 
terſperſed in the work without order or con- 
nection; and others are corrected from the 
errors of ſpurious publications, with' addi- 
tions not to be met with in any other bock. 
No pains have been ſpared to render this 
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publication as complete as poſſible, and it 
was therefore judged that a Collection of 
Toaſts, Sentiments, and Hob. Nobs, ſuited 
to all taſtes, and fit for all companies, would 


be no improper ſupplement. 


If we have improved upon the plans of 
our predeceſſors, by a more judicious ſelec- 
tion of our materials; if we have been able 
to furniſh ſome novelty to gratify the curi- 
olity of the reader; if the Bon-vivant and 
the Choice Spirit will teſtify their applauſe 
by the exertion of their riſible muſcles, we 
{hall think our aſſiduity and attention fully 
recompenſed, and that the public in general 
will not be diſpleaſed with the produce of 
our labours. 
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A. Page. 


S Jandludy Dobbins, a Whitfieldite pure — 
As Colin rans'd early one morning in ſpring 

As tinkering Lom the flreets his trade did cry 
Are ye landed frem England, aud fic of the ſens 
Aſk if you damaſd roje be fevoce 
A laylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret — 
All me not how calmly 1 
A damjel, I'm told 
A wery pretty fancy, a brave gaullanta ſhowe 
4 2 attend that «voman's love 
A trifling fang vou ſhall hear — 
A cibler there w "as, and be liv'd in a tall 
Arije e, OV iſe, great dead, fer ar ms renown'd 
As [ <eent ferth te vicw the pr ing 
A plague en thuje wwenches! they . ſuch a pother 
As Chloe came into the room Pother day 
At Totterdowr. -hill there dwvelt an old pair 
A nymph there ives, whom many a ſain 
A-way to the field, ſet the morning looks grey — 
4 dawn of hope my ſoul revives 
All in the Downs our fleet v0; moor'd 
A maſon's daughter, fair and young 
As Damon ftr ay 0 7 thr cough 1 ponder grove 
As long as our ccœſt dies with whiteneſs appear 
A ſoldier and a failor , a tinker and a taylor — 
Awful hero, Marlbro', ri/e 
At Wincheſter there was a wedding 
As leering black-ey'd playhouſe Sal 
As Wit, Jole, and Humour together were ſat — 


B. 


Bright was the morning, cool wwas the air 
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By the mould of your bubbies, ſo round and fo white 73 
b 2 Buſy, 
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114 
142 
162 
167 
183 
190 
197 
214 
217 
223 
243 
244 
247 


260 


297 


72 


1 

Bujy, cur. 7443 Hire My — — —— — 74 

| By the gaily circliug  glafe — — bb. 
Bleſt as il immortal god, is he ——— —— 75 

| Bid me, when forty winters more — 120 
By miy 21s you 1 en — 

| lab nbt auh g n to ſimcrher — 167 
| acchus, "Foye's elke! bey — 200 
Wide | ary a hoflile-Jhore m— 


b* aſpiring dom — — 210 
F. gli, in « lde wwe vear brethen are met — 213 
Bacchus One day, guily ftriding 
Brother bucks, all attend to the theme I ſhall ſing 246 
By Chreeſht and ſaint Patrick, going home late laſt 

night 
Blow, ye bleak winds 
, 5 


Come, cheer up, my lads, tis to glory we fleer — 13 


r 
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— 320 


Come, jelly Bacchus, gid of wine 16 
Come, my bucks, let's to-night be de voted to drinking 52 
5 Contented I am, and contented Ti be 57 
Can love be contreul'd by advice 76 


Come, all ye young lowers, who wan with deſpair ib. 
Come, let us prepare 77 
Cupid, god of ſeſt perſuaſion — — 113 

aft, my love, thine eyes around 118 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds, cur flocks we muſt ſhear 143 
. rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hunters all cry 184 


Calm was the even, and clear was the ty —— 207 
Come, come, ye choice ſpirits, together reſort —— 225 
Come, liſten to me, and Til tell you news —— 229 
Come here, we're all jowial and happy, — ö 259 
Cold winter, with an icy face — 280 


Come, Roger, and liſten to where I have been 305 


D. 


Dear Molly, I love you, 1 hope there's no harm in 
that 


15 
Deſpairing 
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Deſpairing befides a clear flream 


Re — 17 
Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet Kies — 3 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair — — 38 
Diogenes, ſurly and proud 40 
Dear Chloe, while thus beyond, meaſure — 7g 


Do you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound of the horn 185 
Dear Tom, this brown jug that now foams with mild 


ale 288 


E. 


Early one morn, a jolly briſk tar 80 
Ere Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſh-budding flow'r 282 


F. 


Fair Hebe I lit with a cautious deſign — 13 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and young 34 
From the man whom I love, tho my heart 1 difeui/ e 36 


Fly care to the winds, thus I blow thee awvay — 82 


Fair Iris I love, and I hourly die ib. 
Forth from my dark and diſmal cell 83 
Free from confinement and ſtrife — — 84 
Farewel, Ianthe, faithle/s maid — 138 
FI fwiftly ye minutes till Comus receives — 179 
Forgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong — — 216 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh grief — — 231 
Fling away ambition's toys — — 256 
From ploughing the ocean, and thraſhing Monſieur 276 
Farewel to Lochabar, and farewel, my Jean — 301 
G. 
Co, tuneful bird, that glad ſt the fhies — 1 
Guardian angels now protect me — — 85 
Go roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace 86 
Gay Damon /ong /tudy'd my heart to obtain — 147 
H. 
Hoa little do the landſinen know 44 
How gentle was my Damon's air 86 
b 3 Hail, 


E iini 
Hail, Windſor, erewn'd with leſiy tow'rs — 87 
Hail, Greenwich, crown'd with ſweet delight = B88 


Happy hours, all hours excelling ——— 89 
He comes, he comes, the hero comes — ib. 
Hail, maſonry, thou craft divine — — 90 
Hark, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale — 91 
Hark ! the bonny Chriſt Church bell; — 92 
He that auill not merry, merry be ib. 
How brimful of nothing's the life of a beau — 93 
How happy a ſtate does the miller poſfſe)s — 94 
How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes 95 
How happy's the love which meets return 107 
Hark ! tis I, your own true lever 180 
Hark ! the horn calls away — — 188 


Hcau glorious their virtue, who nobly contrive — 215 


Hark ! har, the joy-inſpiring horn Ro ” 


Hark! azvay! "tis the nerry-ton d horn — 289 
Hail, England, Old England, fer glory rencaun'd 292 
How blithe ævas I each morn to ſee 
How bleft has my time been, what days have I known 317 


I. 
truth can fix thy wat ring heart — 3 
In ſtory vere told — 8 
T made love to Kate, long Lgl'd for ſhe — 10 
It is, I believe — — 19 
Ju April, when primroſes paint the frepeet plain — 23 
Ia love fheuld there meet à fond pair — 40 
/ am, in truth — 96 


Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink — 97 
4 lowe thee, by heawens, I cannot ſay more —— 98 
live to grow old, as I find I go down — 

If geld could lengthen life, I favcar 
[f wine te à cordial, why does it torment — ib. 
In good king Charles's golden days — 

In ſpite of lowe, at length I find —— — 103 
Fell mortals, fill your glaſſes — — 
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ix 


In infancy our hopes and fears 


1f ver the cruel tyrant lov 


If love's a fe ect paſſion, how can it torment 


E 


] 


ſee not at ence in a female to find 


In a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat 
Jam marry'd, and happy: with wonder hear this 


In all the jex Jome charms I find 


In flrains harmonious found the lay 
In wain do poets ſtrive to ſing 


In whimſical lays 


In days of yore, auen on the plain 


If the heart of a man is depreſs'd with cares 


In penance for paſt fully 


John Anderſon, my Jo, John 
Ju a hole that's too narrow when jirft I am try'd 


1f &er I ſhould leain the fwert I n of love 


Ls 


Let's be jovial, fill nur glaſſes 
Let ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe 


ove's a gentle, gen"rous paſſion 


Let the grave and the gay 


Life's a garden, rich in tregſure 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing 
Let the nymph ill aucid, and be deaf to the fwain 
Let maſonry be now my theme 


Leave off this idle prating 


Life is chequer*d—toil 5 ee re 


Let gay ones and great 


M. 


My deareſt life, were you my wee" 


My fong, firs, excuſe 


My dog and miſtrejs are beth of a . 


My temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entavine 


My days hawe been /o wond rots tr ce 
My fond ſhepherds of late were fo og 
RL ith 


My feveet pretty Mogg, you're as {oft as a bog 


My banks are all 2 niſh'd 
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1 
N. 
Near the fide of a fend, at the foot of a hill 


. 1 
Now Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars — 3 
Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade 128 
Now the happy knot is ty'd — 144 
Nature gave all creatures arms — — 171 
No nymph that trips the verdant plain — 
Nanny bluſhes when I woo her — — 250 
No longer let aubiniſical ſong fters compare — 260 
Not far from town a country *ſquire — 301 


O. 
Of all fates in life fo various 


20 


On the white cliffs of Albion, /ee Fame, where he 


ands — 
Oons! neighbour, ne er bluſh for a trifle like this 
Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambrefial feaſt 
O Sandy, why leave thou thy Nelly to mourn — 
Once more [ll tune the vccal ſpell 
O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray 
Oh! had I been by fate decreed 
O how ſhall I, in language weak 
On, on, my dear brethren, purſue the good lecture 
O greedy Midas, we been told 
One evening Good Humour 700% Wit as his gueſt 
One ſummer's eve as Strephon row'd 
On a bank ef®flowers, in a ſummer day 
Oh! the time that is paſt 
Old bards have ſung how aue cculd boaſt 


26 
114 
119 
15 1 
169 
177 
192 
195 


212 


232 

ib. 
236 
237 
238 
294 


O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and bare 


P. 


Puſh about the briſt bowl, *twill enliven the heart 
Pnyllis, as her wine ſhe fipp'd in 
Phyllis, the faireft of loves foes 


324 


133 
242 
251 
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Still i. 
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Sylvia 
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R. 
Re:folw'd, as her poet, of Celia to fins — 14 
Rail no more, je learned aſjes — 320 

N 8. 
, Say, cruel Iris, pretiy rake N — 
| Sure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen — 30 
| See the conquering hero comes — — 121 
Sure Sally is the lowieſt laſs — — 131 


Sick of the town, fair Delia flew — — 138 
Sit round, my brave beys, and affiſt a bad voice 156 
Since wvedlock's in wogue, and flale dirgius deſpis'd 194 


She tells me with claret ſhe caunot agree 224. 
; Since there's jo ſmall diff*rence tabiæt drowning and 
, drinkin ib. 
ö Since pleaſure's in faſhim, and life's but a jeſt 226 
| Some coblers turn poets to ſerve their great friends 257 
) Since laws are made for ev'ry degree 275 
7 Still in hopes to get the better — — 278 
, Since loft lo peace of mind ſerene _ — 279 
Save women and wine there's nothing in life — 291. 
: | Sylvia, cn her arm reclining 304 
> Since Jenny thinks mean her heart's love to deny 326 
5 1 7 
: To fair Fidele's graſiß tomb — 2 
2 The heavy hours are almaſt paſt — — 21 
1 T he echoing hern calls the Sportſmen abroad a © 
Þ T ho ſages have wvrangled with envy and ſtrife — 25 
4 > The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit — 28 
The lilies of France, and the brave Englith roſs 43 
23 That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride 45. 
3 7 the ſons of true humour this billet's addreſi'd 46 
? #79 take in good part the ſguceze of the hand — 49 


7% I love you, yet think not my judgment /o weak 58 
1 F he Sport/man may boaſt of his xwell-ſcented haund 59 
37 ve jun from the eaſ? tips the mountains with gold 111 


T ba” 


1 
7 h my features, I'm told 
There vas a jolly miller once 


T he virgin, ohen faften'd by May 


"Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth 20 


To eaſe his heart, and own his flame 


The breed came forth frae the barn 


The æbomen all tell me Pm falſe to my laſs 


The nymph that I lov'd was as cheerful as day 


To you that are lowers theſe lines I adare/s 


This avorld is a ſtage 


The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride 


T he wicked wits, as fancy hits, all ſatirize the fair 


The laſs of Peaty's mill 


To Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 


Through all the employments of life 
The whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing morn 


T he weſtern ſky was purpled ver 


| 


To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long — 


Though Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders, 


Pruſſia 


"Tis maſenry unites manzind 


'Thyrſday in the morn the nineteenth of May — 


Ji ewoman that ſeduces all mankind 


The modes of the court ſo common are grovn 
The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met 
Thus I ftand, like a Turk, with my doxies around 
T other day as 1 ſat in the ſycamore ſpade 

The feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 


To think on one's follies, ſometimes, is but right 


Tom Ramble, a rake of right catholic hope 


The filver moon's enamour'd beam 


The. gentle ſwan, with graceful pride 


T he pride of all Nature was fweet Willy O 


The laft time I went to the fair 


The bird that hears her neftlings cry 
Tho” his paſſion in filence the youth would conceal 
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V. 


Virgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre — 159 
Vat mean you, Shon Engliſh, you make dis great poder 219 


W 


MI hile gentlefolks ſtrut in their filver and ſatiins 5 
] hen tutcr'd by mother, ſhe oftentimes ſaid — 11 


Iden Orpheus avent Joaun to the regions below — 12 
i hen all the Attic fire was fled — — 22 
hen late I wander'd oer the plain — { 
Where's my ſebain jo blithe and clever — 27 
N hen ſnow deſcends, and robes the fields — 32 
When dau- drops gild the weeping thorn — 33 
What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 
hen Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and mirth 5 5 
l hen Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 106 


hen youth mature to manhood grew — 109 


* Wherever Jim going, and all the day lng — 127 


Men Phoebus the tops of the hills does adory — 130 
ith woman and wine I defy ev'ry care — 132 
N hen a maid in way of marriage 
HY hen Britain fi at heaven's command 
Mell met, pretty nymph, ſays a jelly young ſwain 146 
#ith fevords on their thighs the bold yeomen are ſeen 149 
#/hil: Whitf—d and W—ly with cant and parade 153 
When firſt I ſaw my fair in bed — — 
hen trees did bud and fields were green — 163 
here ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter — — 
Why heaves my fond boſom ? ah ! what can it mean 175 
ben dai ſies py'd and violets blue 
#/:7th early horn ſalute the morn — — 183 
ben I drain the roſy bowl — 

hen I was a young one, what girl was like me 187 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air — — 193 
ben 1 enter d my teens, and threw playthings aſide 203 
We brethren, free maſons, let's mark the great name 211 


J hen 1 fullow'd a laſs that was froward and ſhy 219 
: | *. 


— 
+ 
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1 
What a noiſe has there been, what a great conſternation 228 
"With horns and  vith hounds 1 awaken the day — 236 
Malu you hade a young virgin of fifteen years — 250 
When you meet a tender creature — — 270 
When heart and head are crack'd with care — 288 
ine, wine we allow the briſk fountain of mirth 290 * 
When mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's food 22s 
Warm and wanton one night by her huſband”s dull ſide 307 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe _ 310 
When gentle Harriot firſt I ſaw — — 318 
When Damon languiſh'd at my feet — 9g 


> 


Ze gods, ye gave to me a wife — 
Ye bucks, far and near, to my ſonnet give ear — 53 
Je morials, whom fancies and troubles perplex — 134 
Young Colin proteſts Pm his jay and delight — 141 ( 
Ye national ſchemers a while give me leeve —— 152 
Ze well-choje Choice Spirits who blazon this throng 157 
Ye fair, pofje)s'd of ev*'ry charm — — 174 
es, I'm in love, I feel it now _ : 
Young 1 am, and fore afraid — 19 . 
Young Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill 198 
Young Colin, fiſhing near the mill {2 
Ye medley of mortals who make up this throng — 240 j 0 
Ye ſhepherds and nymphs, that adern the gay plain 252 
Je belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things jt 
Ye ſons of the bottle, attend do my muſe — 
Ye mortals, whom trouble and ſorrow attend — 
Te wirgins attend 
Ye ſwains who raam from fair to fair 
Te roſy-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice 


Youth's the ſeaſon made for joy — —— 
Young Jockey is the blitheſi lad — — 
Ye Warwickſhire lads, and ye laſſes — 
Te fair, who ſhiue thro Britain's i/le — 


A'COL- 


x 99 But aſk the lovely partial maid, 7 
61 What are his notes compar'd to thine? 
1 
4 


: | Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
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SONG1. The SKY-LARK. 
1 By Mr. SnENSTORNE. 
F O, tuneful bird, that glad'& the cies, I 
. To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way; 4 
And there on quivering pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay : 
And if the deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 


ell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear 
Jo Damon's native plains belong. 


The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 


[2] 61 
Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, n 
And all his flaunting race with icorn ; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who fings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


—_— 
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SONG 2. From SRAKESPEARE'S CYMBELINE. 
By Mr. WiLL1iam CoLLiNs. 


I. 
O fair Fidele's graſſy tomb 
Soft maids, and village hinds ſhall bring 
Each op'ning ſweet, of earlieſt bloom, F 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 
0 H. 
No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear 
To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove: 
But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 
III. 1 
No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſcen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew : 


ked 5 


The female fays ſhall haunt the green, | P. 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew ! 
IV. A 
The red-breaſt oft at ev'ning hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 1 B 
With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow'rs, 4 4 
To deck the ground where thou art laid, As 
| V. * ; 
When howling winds, and beating rain, pi 
In tempeſts thake the ſylvan cell: | q 


Or *midit the chace on ev'ry plain, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


5 5 


VI. 
Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed : 
Belov'd, till life could charm no more; 


And mourn'd, till Pity's ſelf be dead. 


{Es 


SONG 3. To SYLVIA, 


By David Garrick, Eſq; 
ing 
| i truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim; 
He feels the paſſion void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho” ſighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love contemn ; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But ſlight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 
| Your mind 1mproves with years 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
| The rip'ning fruit appcars. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 

That Damon, who can take the fruit, 

May gather ev'ry flow'r ! 


Each 4 
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SONG 4. The GIFT: To ls. 1 
A He 

By Dr. GoLpsmiT 1 

AY, cruel Iris, pretty rake, = Av 

Dear mercenary beauty, 7 What 

What annual offering ſhall I make Tc 
Expreſſive of my duty? 


My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 3 
Should I at once deliver, SON 
Say, would the angry fair one prize 
The gift, who flights the giver ? 


A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 

4 My rivals give and let 'em: 
1 If gems, or gold, impart a jay, 

| Pl give them when I get 'em. 


i 

[8 i. PII give but not the full-blown roſe, 

I , Or roſe-bud more in faſhion ; 

Such ſhort-liv'd offerings but diſcloſe > Her 
A tranſitory paſſion : | 


Like v 
Pl! give thee ſomething yet unpaid "Che: 
Not leſs fincere than civil: i Pil 
P11 give thee Ah! too charming maid, Pier 
I'll give thee-——to the devil. : 
| Come 
'Thoug 
SONG 5. By Dr. GoLnswirTh:. $ 8 
8 landlady Dobbins, a Whitfieldite pure, 4 Ther 
At meeting one Sunday delay'd, 3 ich fr 


Coming home unexpected ſhe caught on the floor _ 
Her tapſter with Dolly the maid : 


She 


With frying black puddings, and op'ning of oyſters; 
"1 A Wi 


1 


She flew to the ladle, the poker, the ſpit ; 
But at laſt ſhe began to proceed, 


.* Sure Satan himſelf of the bottomleſs pit 


Will avenge ſuch a damnable deed. 


Pack off, thou damn'd dog, or I'll give thee a douce, 
Avaunt with thy Babylon whore; 


What, when I have twenty good beds in my houſe, 


To do ſuch a thing on the floor ! 


= — — — — 
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SONG 6. A Deſcription of BAR THOTOUEw Falk 
in LoN DON. By G. A. STEvens. 


HIL E gentlefolks ſtrut in their ſilver and ſat- 


tins, 


* We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and pattens z 


Yet as merrily old Engliſh ballads can ſing-o, 
As they at their opperores outlandiſh ling-o ; 


Calling out, bravo, ankcoro, and caro, 


Tho'f I will fing nothing but Bartlemew fair-o. 


Here was, firſt of all, crowds againſt other crowds 
driving, 


Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary ſtriving ; 
Shrill fiddling, ſharp fighting, and ſhouting and ſhriek- 


ing, 


'Fifes, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow-girls 


ſqueaking, 
Come my rare round and ſound, here's choice of fine 
ware-0 ; 


Though all was not ſound ſold at Bartlemew fair-o. 


There was drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhowing 
of poſtures, 


3 Vith 


„ 


— With ſalt- boxes folos, and gallery folks ſquawling; 


The tap-houſe-gueſts roaring, 
bawling. 

Pimps, pawnbrokers, ſtrollers, fat landladies, ſailors, 

Bawds, bailiffs, jilts, jockies, thieves, tumblers, and 


and mouth-pieces 


SO 


tay lors. P H 
A 
Here's Punch's whole play of the gun- powder plot, Their 
Sir, Here's 
With beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridge all hot, Sir; Here's 
Fine ſauſages ſry'd, and the Black on the wire; 
The whole court of France, and nice pig at the fire, Let fin 
Here's the up- and-downs; who'll take a ſeat in the They « 
chair-o ? . But we 
Tho? there's more up-and-downs than at Bartlemew Of pul 
fair-o. | Of pu! 
Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall dromedary, Tis w. 
The chaiſe without horſes, and queen of Hungary; Our jo 
Here's the merry-go-rounds, come who rides, come Remen 
who rides, Sir? The m 
Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, fine-eating beſides, Sir; The m 
The fam'd learn'd dog that can tell all his letters, 
And ſome men, as ſcholars, are not much his betters. If Cup 
Anacre 
This world's a wide fair, where we ramble *mong 'The pr 
gay things : Lay ho 
Our parſons, like children, are tempted by play- Lay ho 
things; 
By ſound and by ſhow, by traſh and trumpery. What's 
The fal-lals of faſhion, and Frenchify'd frumpery. My tos 
What is life but a droll, rather wretched than rare-o ? May m 
And thus ends the ballad of Bartlemew fair-o. ay | 
| F Oys, ! 
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SONG 5. The HONEST FELLOW, 
Set by Dr. ARNE. 


HO! pox of this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 

And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more ; 
Their face, and their air, and their mien, what a rout? 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape; 

They dare not conſide in the juice of the grape: 
But we, honeſt fellows —'ſdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ? 

Of puling, &c. 


*Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows z 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old uſe to ſing, 

'The man that is drunk 1s as great as a king, 

The man, &c. 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks; 
Anacreon's caſes ſee, page twenty-fix ; 
The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul ; 

Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl, 

Lay hold, &c. | 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh ? 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound, 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 


Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


A 4 SONG 
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SONG 8. By Wittian WNITEHEAD, Eſq; 
Poet-Laureat. 


N ſtory we're told 
How our monarchs of old 
C'er France ſpread their royal domain 
But no annals can ſhew 
Their pride laid fo low, 
As when brave George the Second did reign, brave 
boys! 
As when brave George the Second did reign. 


Of Roman and Greek 

Let Fame no more ſpeak, 
Hew their arms the old world did ſubdue; 

Thro' the nations around 

Let our trumpets now ſound, 
How Britons have conquer'd the new, brave boys ! 
How Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, 
Our cannon's loud mouth 
Shall the rights of our monarch maintain: 
On America's ſtrand, 
Amherſt limits the land, 
Boſcawen gives law on the main, brave boys ! 
Boſcawen gives law on the main. 


Each port and each town 
We ſtill make our own; 
CapeBreton, Crown Point, Niagar, 
Guadeloupe, Senegal, 
> Quebec's mighty fall, 
Shall prove we've no equal in war, brave boys! 
Shall prove we've no equal in war. 


Though Conflans did boaſt, 
_ He'd conquer our coaſt, 


Our 


Out 


An 
Ani 
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Our thunder ſoon made monſieur mute: 

Brave Hawke wing'd his way, 

Then pounc'd on his prey, | 
And gave him an Engliſh ſalute, brave boys! 
And gave him an Engliſh ſalute. 


At Minden you know 
How we conquer'd the foe, 
While homeward their army now ſteals ; 
Tho' they cry'd Britiſh bands 
Are too hard for our hands, 
Begar we can beat them in heels, Morbleu ! 
Begar we can beat them in heels. 


While our heroes from home 

For laurels now roam, 
Should their flat- bottom boats but appear; 

Our militia ſhall ſhew 

No wooden-ſhoe foe 
Can with freemen in battle compare, brave boys! 
Can with freemen 1n battle compare. 


Our fortunes and lives, 

Our children and wives, 72 
To defend is the time now or never; 

Then let each volunteer 

To the drum-head repair; 
King George and Old England for ever, brave boys! 
King George and Old England for ever. 


— — 


SONG 9g. 


S Colon rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
'To hear the wood choriſters warble and ling, 
Young Phæbe he ſaw ſupinely was laid; 
And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid » 


A 5 Of 


„ 


Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can counts 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 

To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid? 


Ve heroes, triumphant by land and by ſea, 
Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, 


Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a maid? 


Ye counſellors ſage, who with eloquent tongue 
Can do what you pleaſe, both with right and with 
wrong; 
Can it be by law or by equity ſaid, 
That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid? 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent ſkill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill ; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid. 


Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong; 
Ye echo of echo's, and ſhadows of ſhade, 
For if I had you, I might Kill be a maid, 


Poor Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief like a kind-hearted ſwain ; 
And Phzbe well pleas'd is no longer afraid 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


SONG 10. In the Joviar CREW. 


Maps love to Kate, long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me: 
] met her on the green in her beſt array, 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away; 
Oh 


+ © 


1 } 


Oh then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame; 

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
ſame, 


As I fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, 

Quoth the, I'll marry you, if you will marry Kate; 

But then I lau;;h'd, and ſwore I lov'd her more than 
10, 

For ty'd eacn to a rope's ond, *tis tugging to and fro: 

Again we kit'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame? 

Ilad you been in my place, you'd have done the 
ſame. 


Then ſhe fis,'d, and ſaid, ſhe was wond'rous ſick, 
'icky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick; 
Loc g we toy'd and play'd, under y: under oak, 
K. lot the game, though ſhe play'd in joke; 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name, 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the 
lame. 


- 


SONG 11. STICK A PIN THERE. 


HEN tutor'd by mother, ſhe oftentimes ſaid, 
There's money bid for thee, girl, hold up 


thy head; 
She laid out my work with : Huſewifely care, 
And making a mark, bid m- k a pin there. 


The humour fo pleas'd me, 15 „ever abſurd, 
That, in ſpight of my teeth, game a cant words 
And once, when the purſon has | 4 aded his pray'r, 
I could not help calling out, flick a pin there. 


A 6 He 
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He came to my mother, and loudly complain'd; 
His pardon I aſk'd, but my ſorrow was feign'd ; 
And before he could clap his fat bum in a chair, 

I ſlily ſtoop'd down, and did ſtick a pin there, 


I met my dear Jack in a field of new hay, 
He kiſs'd me, and teas'd me with amorous play; 
green gown he gave me, and ſwore it was fair: 


Hold, firrah, ſaid I, would you {tick a pin there? 


He often attempted to rifle my charms, 
As often I puſh'd the dear youth from my arms ; 
But ſooner or later he*ll baſe my care, 
For Jack 1s the lad but flick a pin there. 


—— — — — — TD — . — — 
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SONG 12. Ox RHEUSs and Eux DIe. 


WA Orpheus went down to the regions below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſce, 

He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


« All hell ftocd amaz'd, that a perſon ſo wiſe 


Should fo raſhly endanger his life, 
And venture ſo far, but how vaſt the ſurprize! 
When they heard that he came for his wife. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 

Old Pluto Jong puzzPd his brain ; 

But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 
So he gave him his wif2 back again. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiih'd his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 

He took her again, in reward for his art: 
Such power had muſic in hell! 
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SONG 13. Fair Hese. 


AIR Hebe ] left with a cautious deſign, 
T'o eſcape from her charms, and to drown 'em 

in wine : 

I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 

The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 

I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 

Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
weigh'd, 

Then gravely pronounc'd in return to my pray'r, 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 

I came for your counſel to find out a fault. 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 

'To find fault with Hebe would forteit my name. 

What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 

While like lightning ſhe darts thro” each throbbing 
vein, 

My ſenſes ſurpriz'd in her favour took arms, 

And Reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


5 


3 N G $4; 


O ME, chear up, my lads, *tis to glory we ſteer, 

'To add ſomething new to this wonderful year; 
1o honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 


GAN © 1 BE > 
Hearts of oak are our ſhips, hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, beys, ſtcady; 
Well fight and we'll conquer again, and again. 


We neber ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 
They never ſce us, but they wiſh us away; 
If 


14 1 


If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, our children and 
beaus. 
But ſhould their flat-hottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they*'1l find to receive them aſhore. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make 
them ſweat, 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette ; 
Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 


lens 


SONG 15; 


ESOLV' P, as her poet, of Celia to fins : 

For emblems ot beauty I ſearch'd thro' the 

ſpring ; 

To flowers fott blooming compar'd the ſweet maid, 
But flowers, tho” blooming, at evening may fade: 
Of ſanſhine 2nd breezes, I next thovyht ro write, 
Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine io bright; 
But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 
For ſun ſets at night, and the breezes grow cold, 


The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue 
While the ſun-beams behind them peep'd glittering 
thro? ; 
Tho? to rival her charms can they never ariſe, 
Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 
ſweet eyes. 
Theſe beauties are tranſient, but Celia's will laſt, 
When ſpring, and when ſummer, and autumn are paſt; 
For ſenſe and good humour, no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the foul of my Celia enlivens her charms, 
At 
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In nature a beauty that equals her mind? 


f Muſt languiſh at firſt, and mult afterwards fall; 
But behind it the knit its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe 
By nature diirob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 


1 you are ſo ſprightly, and witty, and charming, 


My fine coal black hair is chang'd to a dirty mop ; 


E 


At length on a fruit-tree, a bloſſom I found, 


4 Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 
I then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my prayer, 
This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 


Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 


| This delicate ſeature, and raviſhing ſmell, 


Be her perſon's dear emblem ; but where hall I find 


This bloſſom now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call 


So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 
By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recal ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit 1s ripen'd by love and by time, 


— — 


SONG 16. Sung by Purrim O'BLux DER, 
in the Double Diſappointment, 


EAR Molly, I love you, I hope there's no 
harm 1n that ; 


that 
Whenever I ſee you my heart it goes pit-a-pat, 
And I'm grown lean and dry, who was once ſleek 
and fat. 
Save me, ſave me, dear Molly ſave me, 
Or Iwill hang myſelf, if you'll not have me. 


I'm grown a mere ſloven, who once was a flirting 
fop; 


My face is grown parch'd, like an over-done mutton 
chop, 
That can of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. 
Gravy, 


L 6 J 


Gravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, 
E'en juſt as brewn and dry looks your poor Davy. 


When firſt I was aſk'd to drink tea with my Molly 
dear, 
I put on my Kerry-ſtone buckles and ſolitaire, 
I ſent for the barber, and cry'd, “ Shave me, do you 
hear,“ 
And Tll give you ſix-pence, to drink out in ale and 
beer. | 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me; | 
Make me look ſpruce and fine, then Molly'll have 
me. 


FR ————_— — OT 
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Then ſtraight to the place of appointment I hurry'd 

me, 

Where her bright eyes and ſweet looks they ſo wor- 
ry'd me, 

That from that moment I thought of no other ſhe, 

And now moſt humbly I crave you my bride to be. 

Crave you, crave you—Oh! how I crave you, 
For my bride, from this hour, dear Molly I crave you. 


— << —— _— = 
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Then if you'll conſent, you ſweet little knave you, 
I will your huſband be, and never leave you; 
My firname is Drope, and my Chriſtian name's Davy, 
And when we are married we'll go to Glenavy, 

Navy, Navy, go to Glenavy ; 

Then who'll be ſo happy as Molly and Davy? 


„ 
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SONG 17. In Tax DEVIL To Par. 
Tune, Charles of Sweden, 


OME,. jolly Bacchus, god cf wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure : 
Let none at cares of life repine, 


To deſtroy our pleaſure ; 
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Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, | 
That ev'ry true and loyal foul | 
May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure; 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


2 — * — — 


— _— . M4 * —— 


SONG 18. In TAI Devit ro Par. 


6 gods, ye gave to me a wife, 
Out of your grace and favour, 


To be the comfort of my life, 
And I was glad to have her: 


But if your providence divine 
For greater bliſs deſign her; 

To obey your will at any time, 
I am ready to reſign her. 


SONG 19. Cortin's Complaint, 8 
An ancient Ballad, new ſet by Dr. Ax NE. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 
And whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head : 
'The wind that blew over the plain 
To his ſighs with a figh did reply, 
And the brook in return to his pain 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
Alas ? 


———————————— — 
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Alas! filly ſwain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
'Twere better by far I had dy'd; 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, 'twas a pleaſure too great 
J liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet! 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 
She could doat on fo lowly a clown! 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine folks of the town: 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love. 


What tho” J have ſkill to complain, 
Tho? the Muſes my temples have crown'd ? 
What tho* when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine. 


And you, my companions fo dear, 
Who ſorrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 
If thro? the wide world I ſhould range, 
Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
"Twas her's to be falſe, and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant, and die, 


( 19 J 
Tf while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaft any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground ; 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 
And frolic it all the long day ; 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His gholt ſhall glide over the green. 


SONG 20. The Vircin UnMaAsSK'D. 


T is, I believe, 
Next Hollandtide eve, 
A twelyemouth ſince firſt I began 
To hold up my head, 
In love to be read, 
And to conſtrue the looks of a man, 


Young Damon I ſaw, 
He kiſs'd me, oh la! 
I vow thro' my boſom it ran; 
My lips he fo preſt, 
Tis true I proteſt, 
I thought him a deuce of a man. 


| Philander the gay 
I met at the play, 
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My keart beat a furious ratan 
Becauſe you muſt know 
I ſome time ago 
lad hopes of his being the man. 


Briſk Strephon came next, 
But then I was vext, 
He play'd with Miſs Phillis's fan 
I own, to be ſure, 
I could not endure - 
To ſee myſelf robb'd of a man. 


My mother and aunts, 
Still watching my haunts, 
Obſtruct me as much as they can; 
But what do I care? 
I vow and declare, 
I'll fit myſelf ſoon with a man. 


_ "—— _— 


— — 


SONG 21. In TRE DEVII ro Par, 
Tune, Of all comforts I miſcarried. 


F all ſtates in life ſo various, 
Marriage ſure is moſt precarious ; 
"Tis a maze fo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new mazes finding ; 
"Tis an action ſo ſevere, 
That nought but death can ſet us clear; 
Happy's the man from wedlock free, 
Who knows to prize his liberty ; 
Were men wary 
How they marry, 
We ſhould not be by half ſo full of miſery. 


SONG 


Et] 
SONG 22. Written by Mr. Gaa RICK: 
Sung in The Way to keep Him. 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more, 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught. 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 
eye, 
Your roſes and lilies may make the men ſigh ; 
But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guitar, 
Tho? muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command, 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill, 

For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
wul. . 


Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your 
mind, 
Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


SONG 23. Heavy Hours, 


HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
| That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only wiſh to ſee, 
But 


Bat how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 

And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame ? 

Thus, Delia, thus J paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring ame the cheat, 


But if the dream that ſoothes my mind 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
If I am doom'd at length to find 
You have forgot to love; 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join, 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
To die and think thee mine. 


SONG 28. The Arrie Fire, 


HEN all the Attic fre was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat; . 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night 
That damp'd fair virtue's fading light, 
The Muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore 
Has yet a laurel left in ſtore ? 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer; 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 
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The lazy monk has left his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me: 
Hark! her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 


If ſhielded not by thee. 


—— A. 


SONG 24. The YELLOw-HalR'd LapDIE. 


The laſt verſe of this Song is not to be met with in 
any other late-ColleCtion of Songs. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 


The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 


To wild and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees 
grow. 7 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and fairies, unſeen, danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung; tho? young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a proud, ſcornful air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes, perfum'd in the ſpring, 


That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea, 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
dowr, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſour: 
Then ſighing, he wiſh'd, would parents agree, 
The witty, ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


SONG 
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S ON G 26. Sung by a Country 'Squire. 


* echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 


What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 


With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


8 


SONG 27. Sung by a Squire. 


HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain 
From nymph to nymph, I ſtrove in vain 
My wild deſires to rally; 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam, 
They center all in Sally. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy: 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By. thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I weuld all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 


Can 


Y 
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Can the weak taper's feeble rays, 
Or lamps tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze? 
Oh! no— —— then ſay, how ſhall I 
In words be able to expreſs 


My love ? it burns to ſuch exceſs, 
J almoſt die for Sally. 


Come then, oh! come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley; 
O follow, love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 


— 


| ith _ — 
II _— 


SONG 28. Wrote for a Crus in DuBLin. 


HO” ſages have wrangled with envy and ftrife, 
Concerning the true ſummum bonum of life; 

Their phlegmatic precepts we juſtly deſpiſe, 

For 'tis wine makes us happy, rich, virtuous, and wiſe, 


With morals ſevere, let the muſty divine 
Charge riots and rapes to exceſſes in wine ; 
His argument's falſe, tho' with rhetoric grac'd, 
For after ſix bottles we're quiet and chaſte, 


From the roaring of cannon and burſting of bombs, 

And from beating the French the bold myrmidon 
comes; 

With bumpers thus charg'd, this ſtout Hector may ſee 

We could tumble the Monſieurs much faſter than he. 

The grave, ſober cit, who but ſips at his glaſs, 

Can be deem'd nothing leſs than a cheat and an aſs: 

When you wo him leave heel-taps, take care of your 
Pell, 

For hc*11 ſurely cheat others, who cozens himſelf, 


B | Let 
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Let the ſtar- gaz ing tribe of aſtronomers trace 

The motion of worlds, thro' the regions of ſpace; 

Send the wine briſk about, and "twill quickly be 
found, 

That the bottle will ſhew how the planets move round, 


The youth who's enamour'd of female falſe charms; 
Who conquers, to die in his miſtreſs's arms; 
How fleeting his bliſs! how uncertain his joy! 
But the glaſs gives us kiſſes that never will cloy. 


Let the learned, grave, wiſe, academical fools, 

Go puzzle their pates with the traſh of the ſchools ; 
Has learning or ſtudy our pleaſure to boaſt ? 

A pox on all ſtudy except for a toaſt. 


Here our pleaſures begin, and inquietudes ceaſe ; 
We enjoy, amidſt war, the ſweet bleſſings of peace, 
And whate'er the wiſe ſons of Hippocrates think, 
We never can die, whilſt we're able to drink. 


SONG 29. 


N the white cliffs of Albion, fee Fame where ſhe 
ſtands, 
And her ſhrill ſwelling notes reach the neighbouring 
lands ; | 
Of the natives free-born, and their conqueſts ſhe ſings; 
The happieſt of men with the greateſt of kings. 


GzoRce the Third 1: e proclaims, his vaſt glory 
repeats, 
His undiſmay'd legions, invincible fleets ; 
Whom nor caſtles or rocks can from honour retard, 
Since cen _ for their king they with ſcorn diſre- 
card, 


O! but 


re ſhe 
uring 


ſings; 


glory 


tard, 
diſre- 


)! but 
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O! bur ſee a cloud burſts and an angel appears! 
Tis Peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in tears! 
„Say, Fame, (cry'd the maid) 1s't not time to give 
6 Oer, 
« With ſieges and famine, exploſions and gore.“ 


His juſt right to aſſert hath the king amply try'd, 
Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can opponents abide 
Then no longer in rage let dread thunders be hurl'd, 
But leave him to me, and give peace to the world. 


Tis done, and great GrorGe is to mercy inclin'd, 
The bleſt word is gone forth for the good of mankind; 
*Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 

And our king is a Briton—deny it who dare, 


(To Hodgſon and Kepple let bumpers next ſmile, 
And to all our brave troops who have taken Belleille ; 
May they meet juſt reward, and with courage advance, 
Still to humble the pride and the power of France.) 


Charge your glaſſes lip high, and drink health to 
the king, 
To the duke and the princeſs, and make the air ring 
May the days of great GzorGe be all happy and long 
And the“ man ſtill be right who yet never was wrong. 


N. B. The 6th verſe ſpoken extempore by another 
perſon, on the taking of Belleiſle. 


Mr. Secretary PiTT, 


SONG 30. Lazy Joaunxy. 


"HERE's my ſwain, fo-blythe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow ? | 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 

Since you faid you'd come to-morrow. 


B 2 | If 
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If you lov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny: 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling'ring lazy. Johnny. 


What can he be now a doing ? 
Is he with the laſſes Maying ? 

He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 

Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 

Tf he's weary grown of loving, 

Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy creature, 
I'll not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. 

But I can't, nor will not tarry, 
Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow, 
I may loſe the time to marry, 
If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
If Pm yours, away no longer : 
If you won't, another'll have me, 
I may cool; but not grow fonder. 
If your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow, 
Bleſs'd another lad may make ye; 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


-————__. 


— * — 


SO NG 31. FxIENOSHIr. 
& Wo world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 


And Friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange daes it * that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found. 


O Friend- 


wo 


* - * 
. 


| To 
O Friendſhip! thou balm and rich ſweetner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour, 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend ? 
Our joys when extended will always increaſe, 
And griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


_—__—— 
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SONG 32. ChAISE MARTNE, by an Officer. 


deareſt life, were you my wife, 
How happy ſhould I be; 

And all my care, in peace and war, 
Should be to pleaſure thee. 

When up and down, from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove, 

Then yon, my queen, in Chaiſe Marine, 
Should move like queen of love, 


Your love I prize beyond the ſkies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 
Would'ſt thou agree to follow me 
In humble baggage car ; . 
For happineſs, tho' in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen, 
And pride in coach has more reproach 
Than love in Chaiſe Marine. 


Oh! do not hold your love in gold; 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; 
- Behold the great with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain: 
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In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſce, 
And ev'ry day I get my pay, 
And ſpend it merrily. 


Love not thoſe Enaves, great fortune's ſlaves, 


Who lead ignoble lives, 

Nor deign to {mile on men ſo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives : 
For Britain's right and you we fight, 

And ev'ry ill defy, 
Should but the fair reward our care 
With love and conſtancy. 


If ſighs nor groans, nor tender moans, 
Can't win your harden'd heart, 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part: 

With fife and drum the ſoldiers come, 
And all the pomp of war, 

Then don't think mean of Chaiſe Marine, 
Tis love's triumphant car. 


- _— — 
— 


SONG 33. The NUN, 


8 a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen 


Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been; 


] know not, I vow, any harm J have done, 
But mother oft tells me, ſhe'll have me a nun. 
| But mother, &c. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I 


Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to fait, and to cry; 


With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


x 


To 


N | | 
To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better, to me, I declare; 
I can keep my ſelf chaſe, nor by wiles be undone ; 
Nay, beudes I'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh I never can bear! 
be ſent to one cannot tel! where; 
Tolve or to die in this cafe were ali 2ne ; 


Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo. 
Pm ſure were ſhe me, ſhe wou'd ſtoutly fay no: 
But if ſuc's in carncit, I from her wilt run, 

And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun. 


SONG 34 Curozk's Kiſſes. 
TI's. Chloe, come give me ſweet kiles, 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
but why, in the midit of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 
Jam not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'Il ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands cn the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more. 
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To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine; 
What joy can be greater than this 13! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent: 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes 
Will always with few be content. 


» 


S ON(G 5. 


HEN ſnow deſcends, and robes the fields 
In Winter's bright array ; 

Jouch'd by the ſan, the luſtre fades, 
And weeps itſelf away. 
When Spring appears, when vi'lets blow, 

Ard ſhed a rich perfume; 
Ho ſoon the fragrace breathes its laſt! 

How ſhort liv'd is he bloom! 


Freſh in the morn, the Summer roſe 
Hangs wither'd ere 'tis noon ; 

We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 
But mourn the pleaſure gone, 

With gilding fire the evening ſtar 
Streaks the autumnal ſkies; 

Shook from his ſeat, it darts away, 
And in an inſtant dies, 


Such are the charms that fluſh the cheek, 
And ſparkle in the eye; 

So from the lively fiuiſh'd form 
The tranſient graces fly. 

To this the ſeaſons as they roll, 

Their atteſtations bring; 

They warm the fair, their ev'ry round 
Confirms the truth I ſing. 


SONG 


's 
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SONG 36. The DisayyoinTeD Lover, 


HEN dew-drops gild the weeping thorn, 
And hoarſe-pip'd rooks ſalute the morn, 
Fair Cynthia charm'd the grove; 
Her voice like Philomela rung, 
But ſtill the burthen of her ſong 
Was falſe and perjur'd love. 


Young Colin, who had ftray'd that way, 

When larks, the heralds of the day, 
Their dewy neſts forſake ; 

Impatient lurk'd behind a buſh, 

'To hear and view the beauteous bluſh 
That painted Cynthia's cheek, 


Againſt the ſweet inchanting ſtrain, 
No longer able to contain, 
He thus himſelf addreſs'd: 
My flocks, cry'd he, ſhall all be thine, 
My dog, my crook, be you but mine, 
And bleſs a ſhepherd's breaſt. 


In vain, cry'd ſhe, fond youth, you ſue, 
'To church with me you firſt muſt go, 
Of which the ſwain approv'd ; 
Then to the grove again he led 
The ripen'd, panting, melting maid, 
When both diffolv'd in love. 


When bliſs was paſt, young. Colin cry'd, 


Had you at firſt thus far comply'd, 


I ne*er had ſeen thee more; 
Be huſt'd, cry'd ſhe, I knew thy will, 
For Hodge, who ſerv'd at yonder mill, 
Once ſerv'd me ſo before. 
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SONG 47. The Frmate PRA ETON. 
Written by Marr. PRIOR, Eſq; 


AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd: 

Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 

And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 


Mutt lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I? 
What hidden charms to boaſt ? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt, 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me 
Unchain'd my fortune try; 

III have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 

Fondneſs prevaiPd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at heart's defire, 

Obtain'd the chasjot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


＋— 


SONG 38. The Dusr Carr. 


A favourite CAN TATA. 
RECITATIVE. 


* tinkering Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 

In duſt- cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt; 


Tom 
„ 
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Tom with up-lifted hands th” occaſion bleſs'd, 
And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreſs d. 


AIR. 


O Sylvia! while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take our duſt, and fteal our hearts. 


That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 


O lovely Sylvia! eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 

Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 

She heav'd her ſwelling breait, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below; 

To Tom ſhe nodded eas the cart drove on, 

And then (reſolv'd to ſpeak) ſhe cry'd, Stop, Jakks 


AIX. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry crowd opprets'd ? 

Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire 3 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride, long to ride, long' to ride 
In my duſt-cart ; 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart. 
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SONG 39. BALANCE a STRAW, 


ROM the man whom I love, tho' my heart I 
diſguiſe, 
I treely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw, 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage a hind, in conceit a Gaſcoon, 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſehood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 

In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lezd, and his brains are of feather ; 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ftraw, 

He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


SONG 40. An Invitation to Owen Bray's, 
at Laughlin's-town, 


RE ye landed from England, and fick of the 
ſeas, ET 
Where ye roll'd, and ye tumbled all manner of ways ? 
To Laughlin's-town then without any delays, 
For you'll never be right, till you ſee Owen Bray's, 
With his Ballen a mona, &c. 
A glafs of his claret for me. 


Vere ye full of complaints from the crown to the 
toe, 
A viſit t Owen's will cure ye of woe 
A buck 
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A buck of ſuch ſpirits ye never did know, 
For let what will happen they're always in flow, 
When he touches up Ballen, &c. 
The joy of that fellow for me. 


You may talk of Italians, whatever you will, 
Fd not give a fig to be crown'd with their {kill ; 
Nay, ſooner than hear 'em I'd gulp down a pill; 
For who would compare a damn'd unmeaning thrill 
To Ballen a mona, &c. 


The grounds of a ballad for me. 


Fling leg over garron, ye lovers of ſport, 
True joy is at Bray's, tho? there's little at court; 
Tis thither the lads of briſk mettle reſort, 
For there they are ſure that they'll never fall ſhort 
Of claret and Ballen, &c. 
The eighty-fourth bumper for me. 


The days in December are dirty and raw; 
But when we're at Owen's we care not a ſtraw ;. 
We bury the trades of religion and law, 
And the ice in our hearts ſure, we preſently thaw. 
With good claret and Ballen, &c. 
The quick-moving bottle for me. 


Mean ſpirited reptiles deſervedly ſink, 
But Owen ſhall ſing, and ſhall hunt, and ſhall drink, 
Ihe boy that from bumper yet never did ſhrink, 
Nor till threeſcore and ten, ſhall he venture to-think 
Of leaving off Ballen, &c. 
Long life to gay fellows for me. 


SONG 
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EAREST Kitty, kind and fair, 


Tell me when, and tell me where ; 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain 
When we thus ſhall meet again ? 
When ſhall Strephon fondly ſee 
Beauties only found in thee ? 
Kiſs thee, preis thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live long day : 
Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where? 


All the happy day, tis true, 
Bleſs'd, but only when with you,. 
Nightly Strephon ang alone, 

Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 

Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kindiy join 
Ritty's trembling hand to mine ? 
Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair, 

Tell me when I care not where. 


« ſd 
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SONG 42. A Pas TORAL BZLLAPD. 
We. ſhepherd or nymph of the grove 


Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
Since Suſan no longer is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 
What wonder, fince ſhe's from the plain ? 
H-r hand they were wont to obey, 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwain. 


Can Lever forget how we ftray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 


To 
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To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill ? 

There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 

How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray ! 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


Bow oft would I ſpy out a charm | 
Which before had been hid from my view! 
And while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips how they grew! 
How oft the ſweet conteſt would laſt, 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt ! 
What pleaſures and pains each had paſs'd, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt! 


No changes of place or of time 
I felt when my fair one was near, 
Alike was each weather or clime, 
Each ſeaſon that cheequer'd the year; 
In Winter's rude lap did we freeze ? 
Did we melt on the boſom of May ?- 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work, or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 
She had all the kind gods could impart, 
She was nature's moſt beautiful tak, 
'The deſpair and the envy of art, 
There all that is worthy to prize 
In all that is lovely is dreſs'd 
For the Graces were thron'd in her eyes, 


And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


SONG 


[ 40 J 


SONG 43. 
Sung by Mrs. PixTo, in Love ix a VILLAGE, 


N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutcr'd by faſhion or art, 
Whoſe witlies are warm and ſincere, 
Whoſe words are th' exceſs of the heart; 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight 
On this ſide the ſtars can be found, 
"Tis ſure, when that couple unite, 


And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. ; 


un 
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SONG 44. The TipPpLixG PHILOSOPHERS. 


IOGENES, ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 

Pelighted in wine that was good, 

Becauſe in good wine there is truth; 
But growing as poor as a job, 

And unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 

And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


* 


Heraclitus would never deny 
To tipple and cheriſh his heart, 
And when he was maudlin, he'd cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart; 
Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
That he wept at men's follies and vice, 
"Twas only his faſhion to drink 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
Of ur cheriſh his ſoul, 

And Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl; 


As 
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As long as his cellar was ſtord, 


The liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he ns drunk as a lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh, 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there, was wifdom in wine, 


And fancy'd a cup of the belt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine; 


With wine he repleniſn'd his veins, 


And made his philoſophy reel, 
Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel, 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
Is due to the juice of the vine; 
His belly, moſt writers agrce, 
Was as big as a watering-trough: 
He therefore leap'd into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone 
But had it not b-en for good wine, 
His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 
It farniſhes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 


SONG 45. The Man or TU MILL. 


EAR the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 

A free-hearted fellow atter ds on his mill: 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his face, 
And honeſty gives e'en to aukwardnels grace, 


Beflour's 


Befiour'd with his meal dots he labour and ling, 
And rcgaling at night he's as bleſt as a king; 
After heartily cating, he takes a full {will 

Of liquor home-brew'd, to ſucceſs of his mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruple of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid; 
His conſcicnce is free, and his income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year 
He'as a ſrechold ſ{uthcient to give him a vote, 
At clections he ſcorns to accept of a groat: 
He hates your proud place-men; and do what they 
will, 
They uc'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; 
That the Spaniards ſhould ne'er interrupt our free 

trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid; 
He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace; 
Tho' Old England, he knows, may have ſtrength and 
have ik1ll 
To proteQ all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 
And it water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 
Or with the ſtiff plough tur:s up furrows of clay. 
His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 
That his country may ever be happy and free; 
With his hand and his heart to king GeorGe does 

he fill, : 

And may all loyal ſoul; act the man of the mill. 
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SONG 46. The Lit1izs or FRANCE. 


HE lilies of France, and the brave Engliſh role, 
Could never agree, as old hiſtory ſhews.; 3 
But our Edwards and Henrys thoſe lilics have torn, 
And in their rich ſtandards ſuch enſigns have borne, 
To ſhew that Old England, beneath her Rrons lance, 
Has humbled the pride and the glory of France. 


What would theſe monſieurs? would they know 
how they ran, 
Only look at the annals of glorious queen Anne: 
We beat them by ſea, and we beat them by land, 
When Malbro' a Ruſlel enjoy'd the command: 
We'll beat them again, boys, ſo let them advance, 
Old England deſpiſes the inſults of France, 


Then let the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, 
And threaten invaſion to Froland's fair coaſt ; 
We hid them defiance, to !:t them come on, 
Have at them, their bugnc:5 274 quickly be done; 
Monfieurs, we will teach you © new Engliſh dance 
To our grenadiers march, that will ſrighten all 
France. 


Let's take up our muſkets, and pird on our r ſwords, 
And monſieurs ſhajl find us as grod 5s our worts 
Beat drums, trumpets ſound, and kuzza for our ki, 


Then welcome BLelleiſic, with What troups thou can 11. 


bring: 
Huzza! for Old Eygland, whoſe ſtrong pointed lance: 
Shall humble the pride and the glory of France. 


SONG 


1 


s O N G 47. 


OW little do the landſmen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, 

When weves do mount and winds do blow! 

But we have hearts of ſteel : 
No danger can aftright us, 

No enemy ſhall flout: 
We'll make the monſieurs right us; 

So toſs the can about. 


Stick cloſe to orders, meAmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſink, 
Then France have at your firſt- rates; 

For Britons never ſhrink : 
We'll rummage all we fancy, 
We'll bring them 1n by ſcores, 


Ard Moll, and Kate, and Nancy 


Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea tor more: 
In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly; 
Here's a health to Geox OE our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 
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SONG 48. 
SK if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet 


That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each thepherd that you mect, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


Say, 
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Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro” the grove? 


Bid wanton ſinnets quit the ſpray ; 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine; 

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


— — — 


SONG 49. 
HAT Jenny's my ſriend, my delight and my 


pride, 
I always have boafted, and ſeek not to hide; 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go: 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, no, no. 
They ſay I'm in love, &c. 


At evening oft- times with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand- I'll be with you at tea! 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below; 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I eccho its ſtrain, 
Again I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again; 
I kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I would grow; 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, no, no. 


She tells me her faults, as ſhe fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me; 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo; 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho? ſhe anſwers, no, no? 


From beauty and wit and good humour how I, 
Shou'd prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly ; 
Thy bounty, O fortune! make haite to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill 11 ſay no. 
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SONG 50. A Copy of a Summons ſent to the 


CHOICE SPIRITS. 


Written by S. Dzrrick, Eſq; Maſter of the 
CEREMONIES at BaTH, 


O the ſons of true humour this billet's ad- 
dreſs'd, 
By mirth's jolly friends and the patrons of taſte; 
At the Angel in Chelſea their meeting they hold, 
Where the viands are good, and the liquors are old; 
And Comus (on this you as truth may depend) 
Has to Shipman * declar'd, he*ll be always his friend. 


How delightful the proſpect of yon wealthy plain, 

Where the ſun from the ſouthward impregnates the 
grain! 

While his beam with the breeze lightly ſports o'er the 
billows, 

And the margin's embrown'd with a ſhade from the 
willowsz 

While pompouſly trimm'd the barge ſlides ſmooth 
along, 

And the tid- on the beach tunes the rower's rough 
ſong 

If wit and good ſenſe, and good humour you chuſe, 

This kind invitation you well not refuſe; 

But give your three ſhillings to pay for libation, 

And at two you'll be welcome to ſhare our collation, 
Upon the day of 


* The Maſter of the Tavern. 
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q SONG 51. A Burleſque Burletta Duet, ſung at 


Comus' s Court by the CHOICE SPIRITS. 


q To the Y ſongs, firs, excuſe, 
tune of And pardon my mule, 


Come let us (lt for once ſhe appears as a joker; 


prepare, we [The town taſte I'll ſncw, 


brothers And the whole criſs-croſs-row- 


that are. Put into the tune Ally Croker. 


wn . 
11 * F "Pc 
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Great A was alarm'd at B's bad beha- 


To the viour, 

tune of Becauſe C denied D, E, F, a favour, 

Ally G got a huſband with H, I, K, and L. 

Croker. M marry*d Mary, and ſcholars taught to 
ſpell, 


M ² A % ˙ 

It went hard at firſt with N, O, P, and Q,. 

With R, 8, T, fingle V, and likewiſe with W, 

With X and Y it ſtuck in their gizzards, 

Till all were made friends by the two crooked Z ds. 
O rear humpback'd Zds, 


Theſe words have no wit, 
Tho” tune they may hit; 
But who thought to find wit in a tune-o: 
Did the town reliſh ſenſe, 
Would they run with expence 
To burlettas of Sign' Buffoon-o, 


The old fellow's face 
With his grant and grimace, 
And his tceth ſhewn by a grin-a: 
Tho' we can't underſtand him, 
We needs muſt commend him, 
And ſo we muſt miſs Nicolina. 


3 Then 


( 48 ] 
Then ſince ſinging's the taſte, let's have a duetta ; 
Let's have it, I ſay, by way of burletta, 
And take off the old man as well as Spilletta, 


Which nobody can deny. 


I've got a cold indeed I'm very hoarſe, ch, 
And iinging, firs, I fear will make me worſe, ch; 
Yet Will I firive and work like any negroe, 

Frem flow Adagio up to quick Allegro; 

Then change from Forte to the ſoft Piano, 

That I may be ſee, ſignior, ſee 

Indeed the boon companis : 

Come then, my daughter, come, Miſs Nicolina, 
We muit compoſe a new burletta grin-a, 


And with my fingers play the ſymphonina. 


Sympheny is play'd to the tune of, Aﬀe if yon damaſk 
roſe be ſweet. 


But ah! *tis dinner-time, my dear fignora, 

Go feich ſome ſtakes, go fetch ſome ſtakes, encora: 
While I make uniſon to this ſtecato, 

Beil me ſome broth, and roaſt me ſome potatoe, 


Largo ma affettuoſo, tocca primo violin 

'T he broth will prove but ſo fo, if you don't put oat- 
meal in. 

Volti largo ma aſſette, ſubito andante ; 

Put greens in cabbage netta, aud make ſome ſoup 
zonte. 


Thirds, fifths, and cighths are half above a quarter, 
A minim 1s much longer, a quaver 1s much ſhorter; 
Go, lay the cloth, and fetch a pint of porter. 


| DuterT ro. 
Alijſs. Pray, papa, pray pardon moy. 


Soncafugo ame ſoy. 


Hes Fetch the drink. 
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She. Indeed not I. 
He. You're ill bred, miſs. 
She, That's a lye. 
He. Gallop, trollop.— 55e. Tuche ta, 
He. Le diable, bribble brabble. 
Brabantiana cara ſpiletta foolato la, 
Caro ſpiletta foolata la. 


Da Capn. 
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SONG 52. A Cock and a BuLL. 


£ take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand, 
That language of lovers who dare not demand? 


And then with another as cloſe and as dear, 


You've made him believe his happineſs near, 
Then to tell him, then to tell him, 
Then to tell him the tale oi a Cock and a Bull, 
That you meant no ſuch thing, but was playing cke 
fool, 


That you meant no ſuch thing, but was, &c. 


'The tread on the toe, to admit and be free, 
And ftraight to reply with the toe-repartee; 
Jo expreſs with your eyes your inward defires, ,.}_ 
And thus with full hopes to kindle his fires, 

Then to tell him a tale, &c. 


When he wants to diſcloſe what he dare not reveal, 
When he looks very filly, and means a great deal, 
When he thinks (if &er thinking ſhould enter his 

brain) | 
You'll grant him his wiſh, the eaſe of his pain, 
Then to tell him a tale, &c. 


C To 


= 
To let him enraptur'd proceed on to bliſs, 
To fuffer the ſnatch or the theft of a kits; 
When coyneſs retreating, unwillingly flies, 
When ſighs anſwer murmurs and eyes talk to eyes, 
Then to tell him a tale, &c. 


* * * „ 


SONG 5Zz. The TarLoRx and SEu STRESS. 


Simile Simili gaudet. 
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Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 

Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or 
claret; 

With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, ; 

But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 4 

4 Derry down, down, i 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 
When bleſs'd with a pint of three threads for his lining; 
Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a Semſtreſs's bodkiz deſtroy'd his guietus. a 
No longer a Birth nigłt affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure : 
His 6b:/ls he contrives not with stens to ſwell ; 
Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to 


Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fne-draw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Who &er finiſh'd without firſt beginning his /t? 


He viſits the Semſtreſs with aukward addreſs, | 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs; "9 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 4 
For ſhe, lack-a-day, was as ſharp as a needle, 
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ring; 


En 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 


Vnleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 


The Fates fears would ſoon cut off his remnant of life, 


Do ye think, cry'd the Semſtreſs, P11 take for a 
ſpouſe | 


One whom no one eſteems three ſis of a louſe ? 


Advance in your favour whatever you can, 8 


A taylor 7s but the ninth part of a man. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, intreating, 
And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear repeat 
ing; 
A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs, he ſaid; 
Was juſt hke a needle without any thread, 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
he cry'd, 
For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
Tho? to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 
She might always be ſure of a goo/e at the fire. 


As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers ſo nimble 
And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than her 
thimble. 
Tho? ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, 
That (I know not how it was) he cabbag'd her heart, 


Away hand i hand to the chapel they went; 
Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent; 
None but death could the conjugal knot have unty*d; 
For cre/5-legg*d together they ſat till they dy'd. 


' + 8 SONG 
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S NG 54. 


Tune, Sing 'Tantararara Bucks all. 


3 my bucks, let's to- night be devoted to- 
drinking, 
To- morrow's too ſoon to be troubled with thinking; 
Inſpired by Bacchus, I'Il ſing to his praiſe, 
And crown with a bumper, inſtead of the bays. 
Sing Tantararara Bucks all. 


From Bacchus our name is, tho' ſome ſay from 
Jove, 
For he was the firſt (like a buck) who made love; 
To a bull for the ſake of Europa he turns, 
And bequeath'd to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his 
horns, 


*Tis by women each buck at true honour arrives, 
The firſt race of bucks were made bucks by their 
wives ; 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd to 
roam, | 
Each wife a true buck dubb'd her hero at home. 


Had the ſon of fair Thetis, inſtead of the brine, 
Been plung'd over head in a hogſhead of wine, 
He'd have march'd among mortals ſecure from all 
evil: 
A buck, when he's drunk, is a match for the devil. 


But why ſhould the ancients ſtill fill up my lays? 
Tis fit that a modern, a modern ſhould pleaſe. 
With claret my roſy-crown'd templ I'll *noint, 
And a health take to him who firit drank a half-pint, 


Were 
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Were grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus but growing, 
Or Helicon's conduit with French claret flowing, 
Nay, would Phebus but drink like an honeſt good 

fellow, | 


Like Bacchus we'd honour his buckſhip Apollo. 


What are miſſes, the muſes, to nine mouldy caſks? 
Or the tea-table's ſplendor, to ſplendid full flaſks ? 
What is Pegaſus good for? Yes, he ſhall be mine; 
I'll keep him as porter to fly for my wane, 


In daiſy-deck'd meads, when the birds whiſtle 
round, 
How ſhrill is their muſic, how ſimple the ſound ? 
Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 
And a good fellow's order, Boy, ſix bottles more. 


Can muſic or verſe, love or landſcape beitow 
A {x-bottle found, or a ſix- bottle ſhow ? 
Cou'd I meet them at midnight, their bottoms I'd try, 
Who firſt ſhould give out, taith, the bottles or ], 


This tuning and piping no longer Þ'11 bear it, 
What's all pipes of muſic to one pipe of claret ? 
By my ſou), bucks, I love it, and why, wou'd you 
know ? 
Drink only as I've done, you'll all like it too, 


as 


SONG 55. Tune, Shambuy, 


E bucks, far and near, to my ſonnet give ear, 
And quit the dull trouble of thinking ; 
The ſage, long ago, that ſaid, nothing he knew, 
Poor ſoul, was unſtudy'd in drinking, 
Dull mumbling of Plato, 
Or grumbling with Cato, 
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Diſpaſſionate Stoics will make us; 
But the men truly wiſe 
Such pedants deſpiſe, 
And attend on the lectures of Bacchus. 


With full wigs, in ſine coach, ſee the doctors ap- 
proach, 
And muſcular mould up their faces, 
Grave ſmell on the gane, apply finger to vein, 
And count the flow pulſe by grimaces; 
Their fees firſt receive, 
Their opinions then give. 
With potions and motions they'll quack us: 
Their preſcriptions may drain, 
Bur we'll fill up each vein 
By the nouriſning nofirums of Bacchus. 


Py ſycophant tate, fee the meaneſt made great, 
8 ite of plain dealing merit endeavours, 
That jilt, madam Fortune, is hoodwink'd moſt cer- 
tain, 
And ſcatters at random her favours. 
Come, lads of true ſpirit, 
Pay courtſhip to claret, 
That power the greateſt will make us: 
Can penſion, or pope, 
No, nor ribband, or rope, 
Lift us up like the bounties of Bacchus ? 


Ve lads, when you need with the fair to ſucceed, 
With bumpers begin your love's trial; 
It emboldens the mina, in the lady you'll find 
*”['will drown all the force of denial. 
Prink, drink, in your prime, 
Toſs a bottle to Time, 


He“! 
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He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
Our decay we prevent, 
His wounds we cement, 


By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus, 


Nem. Con, let us join in the praiſe of good wine, 
Whilſt miſers *midit millions dread dying, 
Whilſt lovers are mourning, and ladies are ſcorning, 
We're love and death equal deſying. 
| Obſerve tho? the toaſt, 
Leſt our liquor be loſt, 
And death ' midſt a bottle o'ertake us; 
To be even with him, 
Fill each glaſs to the brim, 
For we'll die with a bumper of Bacchus. 


SONG 56. Tune, Derry down, &e. 


| HEN Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and 
mirth, 

With vineyards had planted the face of the earth, | 

Tho? nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his ſway, 

Some, drunk with kis bounty, deny'd to obey. 


Derry down, &. 


He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhal'd his force; 
Silenus was ſutl.r, lord Pan led the horſe; 
The Ganges they paſs'd, came in fight of the foe, 
And ſtruck them all dead without ſtriking a blow. 


"Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops in a 
fright, 
For he lily ſtole into their camp over night; 
And while they lay ſleeping, not dreaming ſuch 


matter, 


He drew off their wine, filled their flaſks up with 
water, | 
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pull'd our, 

The firſt gulp they took put them all to the rout; 

They trembled from monarch to the meantſt me- 
chanic; 

From whence comes the phraſe, to put men in a 
panic. 


Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid, 
| Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 
1 Cou'd you with mere water march fearleſs to war i 


1 The buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 
11 As much by his drinking as fighting got fame: 
| He was ſure of the victory, lads, you muſt think, 
| Who drank but to conquer, and conquer to drink. 


By foul pale-faced villains, who only drank water, 
Great Cæſar was dragg'd to the ſenate-houſe ſlaugh- 
| ter: 
Had they drank what they ought, they'd have dropt 
their deſign, 
And no more ſpilt his blood, than we bucks ſpill our 
wine. 


Tis by maxims more noble ve nouriſh our youth, 
Kept conſtant to claret, they're conſtant to truth; 
On the virtues of wine we may ſafely depend, 

He who ſticks to his bottle, will ſtick to his friend. 


"Tis wine (like the ſun) that invigorates our 
hours, 
Wine blooms our complexions, as Sol blooms the 
flow'rs; | 
And as birds grateful ſing, when he ſpreads his bright 
rays, 
So we bucks, in full chorus, chant bright claret's 


praiſe. 
| Mark 


Next morn when they woke, and their bottles- 
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Mark each roſe, when the ſun's from the horizon 

fled, 

Shuts his leaves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his 
head; * 

When his wine's gone, each buck thus as ſad will be- 
come, 

Folds his arms, gives a ſigh, hides his head, and 
ſculks home. 


* —_— — 


— 


SON G 57. Tune, The Hounds are all out. 


Ontented I am, and contented ['ll be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's plentiful ſtor'd, 
My brave boys, &. 


My vault door is open'd, deſcend every gueſt, 
Tap that caſk, ay, that wine we will try, 

»Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 


In a piece of ſlit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 
Twill light us each bottle to hand, 

The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
I fit my companions among, 

Like grape-bleſſing Bacchus, the good-fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong. 


We are dry where we fit, tho' the oozing drops ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 

From the arch mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte ſtream, 
Like ſtucco work cut out of moſs, 


C5 My 


WH 
My cellar's my camp, my ſoldiers, my flaſks, 
All gloriouily rang'd in review; 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſłs 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


I charge glaſs in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot-like bled ; 
Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'll drink dead. 


Sound that pipe, *tis in tune, and thoſe bins are well 
fill'd, 
View the heap of Champaigne in your rear; 
Yon bottles are Burgundy, ſee how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


"Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſha!l be ſhed, 
No Hic JacerT be grav'd on my ſtone, 

But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 
And write, that His DRIN EkING is done. 


—— —„ 
— —_— 


— —— —— — 


SONG 58. Tune, By Jove I'll be free. 
H O” I love you, yet think not my judgment ſo 


week 
To doat on your waiſt, or your roſe-dimpled cheek ; 
The black curling locks which your white neck inlay, 
Your love-pouting lips, or your eye-darting ray : 
*T15 not for thoſe charms which ſo common are ſeen, 
Tis ſomething more ſecret but gueſs what I mean, 


Platonies corporeal embraces diſdain, 
Their mental enjoyments no paſſion profane; 
The mind of a miſtreſs perhaps may enchant, 
Yet ſtill fleſh and blood will mere fleſh and blood want: 
Each ſex ſighs for more than to ſee and be ſeen; 
What more is t they ſigh for? why—gueſs what I mean. 
: Can 
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. Can a dinner's warm ſteam fill the hungry with 
cheer ? | 

Or the ſight of a bank dry up poverty's tear ? 

The jingling of guineas, or fame of a feaſt, 

They care not to hear of, unleſs they cou'd taſte: 

*Tis thus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, 

But what he can taſte of, thats—gueſs what I mean. 


We, wiſe-ſeeming mortals, five ſenſes retain 


In the pay of the will, to be pimps to the brain; 


One ſenſe, like the ſerpent, devours all the reſt, 

As man's moſt inclin'd to hear, ſee, ſmell, or taſte: 
But to touch is the point, —yet P11 not be obſcene, 
For to touch is no more than to—gueſs what I mean, 


How ſweet the ſenſation! how thrilling the bliſs, 
When, breaſt joining breaſt, we blend fouls in a kiſs! 
All madneſs the lover, the fair all delignt, 

Ev'ry ſenſe then in one ecſtatic unite; 

What's that ſenſe of all ſenſes? why——here drops the 
ſcene, 

Tis ſomething that's certain, but - gueſs what I mean, 


— 
4 2 * 
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S ON G 59. Tune, Farewell to Lockabar. - 


"| ſportſman may boaſt of his well- ſcented 


hound ; 
Each day let the coxcomb in dawdling confound ; 
The ſtateſman may vaunt of political ſchemes ; 
Let poets be fool'd by their. fancy-torm'd dreams: 


Let night-waſting learned their volumes unfold, 
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Give the toper his bottle, the miſer his gold; 


*Gaiuſt learning, wealth, drinking, wit, ſtate, I 
proteſt, 
Tis woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt, 
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Tho” birds, in ſhrill ſymphonies, fing o'er our heads, 

And Flora's gay paintings enamel the meads ; 

Tho' the fruits are ſo pleaſant, ſo thick grow the 
trees, 

So warm ſhines the ſun, and ſo cool breathes each 

4. breeze; 

The odour of ſpices, the pure cryſtal ſtream, 

Each nick gift of nature, I nobly eſteem ; 

Yet birds gtruits, ſpice, flowers, can ne'er ſtand the 
t 

With woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the ref. 


In ſickneſs, in priſon, in want, in deſpair, 
What woe can we feel, if fond woman is there? 
The noſtrum of nature, the med'cine of life, 

In ev'ry affliction, the cure is a Wiſe: 

But think not, ye fair, that theſe praiſes are paid 
To the miſer-like virgin, the green-ſickneſs maid; 
Tho?” ſo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperſect's your plan 
And you uſeleſs exiſt, till you're finiſh'd by Man. 


— ——— —_— 


SONG 60. Tune, Sing Tantarara, toaſt all. 


OW Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars, 
And fair-face d commanders fleep fearleſs of 
f ſcars, 
Lads, liſt under Love, and your leſſons I'll teach, 
To the breaſt-work advance, and then batter in 
breach. 
Sing Tantarara, toaſt all. 


"Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Cuid's campaign our ſoes are all fair; 
As fair let us fight, and make proper ſeizure; 
Here's ſucceſs to our enſign, ihe Standard of PLEASURE, 


Ccme, 
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Come, my lads, to your lips the brimming plafs 
lift, | 

May we never want courage when put to a it! 

And that we may never of happineſs mils, 

May we kiſs where we pleaſe, and ſtill pleaſe where we 
kiſs ! 


The wif of the ſportſinan ſhall next be recounted, 
Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted ; 
'The lover in this toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 

For he, huntſman like, 1s for feizing the hare. 


Ye ſportſmen, whoſe ſtomachs for feeding are fit, 
Call the cod here, I'll give you four hams on ene ſpit; 
And leſt you ſhould think yourſelves not fully fitted, 
Here's the meat that beſt baſtes itſelf, <vhen tis beſt 

ſpitted. 


Come, my lads, once again let your glaſſes be ſeiz'd, 
Here's the eye that weeps moſ?, when 'tis beſt and moſt 
pleas'd; 
And ftill to go on with the favourite theme, 
Here's to dying virginity, unction extreme. 


May our miſtreſſes always de pleas'd to receive, 
And carefully ſave what we bountiful give, 
And (when keeping time) to depart we are ready, 
May cur dying be happy, revival be ſpeedy ! 


One health more, my brave boys, with your leaves 
I muſt teach, 
In wiew let's have pleaſure, but ne er out of reach: 
Here s the neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's beſt friend, 
The bird who his life in that neſt loves to ſpend. 


Let's now toaſt ſome females; the firſt my muſe 
reets 


I. the Bookbinder's wife, that well ſtitebes in ſheets. 
Next, 
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Next, the brown female reaper, who tight keeps her 


hand 1n, 
So well des her work, not a handful leaves landing. 


* 
[ 
* Here's the miller's wife's miſic, worth all other | 

tones, | 
When the ſſuice is ſet open, and ſtrong grinds the ſtones, 


Call the mater of baſhets, his wife's worth a bottle, 
She'll Arip the bark down, and yet ſafe keep the avattle. * 


To the laſs, who's lamb-like, be a bumper replete, 
Who flill wags her tail, as ſhe taſtes of the teat; _ 
Here's the coa!-hole of Cup, d; may every buck win it; 
And to all, equal joy in the critical minule. 


h 

Here's the x:ceff houſe- maid, who fall on her guard, F 
To kocp pre clean, and well ſcour the yard; þ 
And her architect fifter, the j joy of the people, 1 
He tbe Bene can replace, the" ſhe pulls down the ſteeple. : 
Th e young female chemift, by natural heat, . 


hy e/ezce 7 lite from ſuch quarters can get: 
But, ell the fair females, the girl I moſt Prize, 
Is the ſailful farr'd female, rhe judge of a—Size. 


New a truce with our toaſts; no one more [I'll name, 
Since we ve enter'd the liſts to pre tet /owe's black game. 
Here's the cerry, who keeps at the Cockpit command, 
And raked at midnight uncover'd will fand. 


Remember, lads, life's bat a ſummer's ſhort day, 
Sn while our youth ſhines, let us joyous make hay: * 
Joy is ali that we live for, let's equally ſhare it; 1 
Here's the Harweſ? of lifp, Lov e, Wit, and good Claret. 
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SK me not how calmly I 
All the cares of life defy? 
How I baffle human woes? 
Woman, woman, woman knows 


You may live and laugh, as I; 
You, like me, may cares defy ; 
All the pangs that heart endures, 
Woman, woman, woman Cures. 


Aſk me not of empty toys, 

Feats of arms, and drunken joys ; 
J have pleaſure more divine, 
Woman, woman, woman's mine. 


Raptures more than folly knows, 

More than fortune can beſtow : 
Flowing bowls, and conquer'd fields, 
Woman, woman, woman yields, 


Aſk me not of woman's arts, 

Broken vows and faithleſs hearts; 
Tell me, wretch, who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman. lives. 


All delights the heart can Enow, 
More than folly can beſtow ; 
Wealth of worlds, and crowns of kings,, 


Woman, woman, woman brings. , 8 


SONG 62. 


DAus EL, Im told, 
Of delicate mould, 
Whoſe father was dead, to enrich her, 
Of all her fine things, 
Lace, ribbons, and rings, 
Priz'd nothing ſo much as her twitcher, poor girl, 
Priz'd nothing fo much as her twitcher, 


The 
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The youths all around, 
With courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every art to bewitcher her: 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, ; 


She'd not be embrac'd F 

By any thing elſe but her twitcher, poor girl, | 
By any thing, &c. 4 
Each offer'd his pelf 4 


In exchange for herſelf, 
If to him the parſon might ſtitch her; 
But ſtil! ſhe reply'd, 
She'd never be ty*d 
To any thing elſe but her twitcher, poor girl, 
To any thing, &c. 


But Cupid, grown wild 


To fee himſelf foil'd, 3: 


Reſolv'd to find ways to bewitch her, 
And humble ker pride, 

Whatever bety'd, | 

He ſcorn'd to give way to the twitcher, poor girl, | 


He ſcorn'd, &c. 


Briſk Strephon the young, 
Whoſe am rous tongue | 
Was baited with words to bewitch her, G 
The god did prepare | 
To combat the fair, 
Ard try'd to cutrival the twitcher, poor girl, 
And try'd, &c. _— 


Young Strephon drew nigh her, 
And flum'd with deſire, 
Try'd kiffes and oaths to bewitch her, 
He prattPd and toy*d; 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 
Piſh, let go the hold of my ty/itcher, poor girl, 
Piſh, let go, &c. | 
But 


19 
But this cunning ſpark 
So well took his mark. 
He found out the way to o'er-reach her; 
He gave her a trip, 
Which happen'd to lip 
The myſtical knot of her twitcher, poor girl, 
The myſtical, &c. 


And thus having ended 
The thing he jntende 'd, 
Who knows what he did to bew itch her ? 
She cry'd, No, no, no; 
But yet I can't go; 
Nov do what you will with my twitcher, dear boy, 
Now do, &c. 
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Very pretty fancy, a brave gallanta ſhowe, 

A very pretty fancy, a brave gallanta ſhowe, 
E juſt come from France, a very pretty fancy, 
E juſt come from France, toute nouveau, 


De firſt ting be de true picture of de great magnificent 
city of Londre, 

Dat fill every part of the world with ſurpriſe, plea- 
ſure, and vondre: 

Herg de 1 French, de viſe Italian, and Spa- 
niard runne, 

And vere can Nog. go elie, morbleu, to get quarter of 
de money ? 


And for de diverſions, dat make a de pleaſure for dis 
great Ov. ns 
Dey be ſo many, ſo fine, ſo pleaſant, ſo cheap as ne- 


ve. Was KNOWN 3 
Here 
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Here be de Hay-Market, vere de Italian opera do 
{weetly ſound, 

Dat coſt a de brave gentry no more as two hundred 
touſand pound, 


Here be de famous comedians of the vorl, de tr&ape 
Italien, 

Dat make a de poor Engliſh veep, becauſe dey vil 
troupe home agen; 

De toder place be mademoiſelle Violante ſhew a 
touſand trick, 

She jump upon de rope ten ſtorie high, and never 
break her neck. | 


Here be de viſe managers ſhew all de viſdom of deir 

* brain, 

Dat make a de fne ting of Vagnar and Abericock in 
Drury-Lane. 

See how dey turn about, for their own diverſion, in 
de flying chair: 

$0 prodigious entertainment vil never be dis touſand 
year. 


SONG 64. Tune, O! Beſſy Bell. 


CuxskE attends that woman's love, 
Who always wou'd be pleaſing: 
The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling, 1s but teaſing. 


What then in love can woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us; 

And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us when they've won us. 
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SONG 65. NoxsENSICAL Folxs, 


TRIFLIxo ſong you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a trifle, and ended; 
All trifling people draw near, 
And I hall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately have come into play, 

The men would want ſomething to do, 
And the women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in drefſing ? 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent trifle a beau. 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin is rifled, 
But a trifle ſhall part them again. 


What mortal man would be able 
At White's half an hour to fit? 

Or who could bear a tea-table, 
Without taking trifles for wit? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles, we fees 

White rods are no trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place, 
Where trifles abundantly breed, 

The levee will ſhew you his grace 

Makes promiſes trifles indeed. 


A coach 


[ 68 }] 
A coach with fix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifles nor ſin: 


Put, ye gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous trifle within? 


A flak of Champaigne, people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad; 

But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no trifle, by gad. 


A par ſon's a trifle at ſea, 
A widow's a trifle in ſorrow ; 
A peace is a trifle to-Cay, 
ho knows what may happen to-morrow ? 


A black coat a trifle may cloak, 

Or hide it a red may endeavour 
But if once the army is broke, 

We ſhall have more trifles than ever. 


'The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 
The reaſon pray carry along, 
Becauſe that at every new play, 
The houſe they with trifles do throng, 


But with people's malice to trifle, W 77c 
And to ſet us all on a foot, hut ſ 
The author of this is a trifle, 2 When 

And his ſong is a trifle to boot. | | 
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CoBLER there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall, 2 1 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, So th 
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No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate: 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf happy, 
If at night he could purchaſe a jug of brown nappy ; 
FP” How he'd laugh then, aud whittle, and ſing too moſt 
ſweet, 

2 Saying, juſt to a hair I made both ends to meet: 

{ Derry down, &c. 


But love, the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau ; 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart; 
I with he had hit ſome more ignoble part : 

Derry down, &Cc. 


lt was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay; 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way, : 
Derry down, &c. 


He ſung her love-ſongs as he ſat at his work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: 
Whenever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would 
fleer, 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair: 
Derry down, &c, 


He took up his awl that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd; 
He pierc'd thro* his body inſtead of the ſole, 
So the cobler he dy'd, and the bell it did toll: 
Derry down, &c. 


And 


[ 70 ] 
And now in good will I adviſe, as a friend, 
All coblers take warning by this cobler's end : 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what 
aſt, 
That love brings us all to an end at the laſt; 
Derry down, &c. 


} 
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RISE, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown'd, 4 

Riſe from your urns, and fave your dying ſtory] 

Your deeds will be in dark oblivion drown'd, 
For mighty William ſeizes all your glory. 


Again the Britiſh trumpet ſounds, 
Again Britannia bleeds ; | 
To glorious death, or comely wounds, 
Her god-like monarch leads. : 


Pay ns, kind Fate, the debt you owe, 
Celeſtial minds from clay untie ; 4 
Let coward ſpirits dwell below, 93 
And only give the brave to die. 4 
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SONG 68. Tune, Omnia vincit amor. 


AN I went forth to view the ſpring, 
Which Flora had adorned 
In raiment fair; now ev'ry thing 
The rage of winter ſcorned; 
{ caſt mine eye, and did eſpy 
A youth who made great clamour, 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah! Omnia vincit amor, 


. 
3 Upe 


1 
Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm'ring river, 
And mournfully his doleful fong 
With ſighs he did deliver. 
Ah! Jenny's face, and comely grace, 
Her looks that ſhin'd like lammer, 
With burning rays have cut my days; 
For, Omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy een, like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun out-ſhining, 

Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make me die with pining. 

Durit I complain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 

Whoſe beauties rare, make me with care, 
Cry, Omnia vincit amor, 


Ye cryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning ! 

Ye fragrant fields, and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning: 

Let ev'ry tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her: 

Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! Omnia vincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admir'd, 

And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
Wh' of life now makes me tir'd. 

Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail, 
He cou'd not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 

He ſigh'd full fore, and ſaid no more, 
But, Omnia vincit amor, 


* 


When 


EY 
When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
V ran in haſte to ſave him; 
But quickly he reſign d kis breath; 
So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now, for his ſ:.ke, this vow I'll make, 
My tongue ſha!l ay defame her: 
While on his herſe LI! write this verſe, 
Ah! Omnia vincit amor. 


Straight I conſider'd in my mind 
Upon the matter rightly, 
And found, tho' Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 
For Warlike Mars, and thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 
Did ever prove the ſlave of love, 
For, Omnia vincit amor. 


Hence we may ſee th' effects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under, 

That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder: 

Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar; 

His heart's the book where he's to look, 
For, Omnia vincit amor. 


SONG 69. 


RIGHT was the morning, cool was the air, 


JS 


Serene was all the ſky, 25 


When on the waves I left my dear, 
The center of my joy; 
Heaven and nature ſmiling were, 


And nothing fad but 1. 


To 


Each roſy field did odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the ſhore ; 

Each river-god roſe from his bed, 
And ſigh'd and own'd her pow'r; 

Curling their waves, they deck'd their heads, 
As proud of what they bore. 


So when the fair Egyptian queen 
Her hero went to lee, 

Cidnus ſwell'd o'er her banks with pride, 
As much in love as he. 


Glide on, ye waters, bear theſe lines, 
And tell her how diſtreſt: 

Bear all my ſighs, ye gentle winds, 
And waft them to her breaſt: 

Tell her, if e'er ſhe proves unkind, 
I never ſhall have reſt. 


ON 70. 
Y the mould of your bubbies, ſo round and fo 


white, 

By the mould of your neck, where my arms would 
unite, 

By whatever mould elſe you have got out of ſight, 

I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly! 


By the kiſs juſt a-ſtarting from off thy moiſt lips, 

By the delicate up-and-down jut of thy hips, 

By the tip of thy tongue, which all tongues far out- 
tips, 


I beleech, &c. 


og ---» By 
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By the down on your boſom, on which my ſoul dies, 
By the thing of all things, which you love as your 
eyes, 
By the thought you lie down with, and thoſe when 
you riſe, 
I beſcech, &c. 


By all the ſoft pleaſure a virgin can ſhare, 

By the critical minute no virgin can bear, 

By the queſtion I burn moſt to aſk, but don't dare, 
I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly! 


SONG 71. 


USY, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Could'ſt thou fip and ſip it up: 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, f 
Life is, &c. 14 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt' ning quick to their decline, 


Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, Bl 
Tho' repeated to threeſcore ; 5 
Threeſcore ſummers, when they're gone, is 
Will appear as ſhort as one, p 


Will appear, &c. 
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Y the gaily circling glaſs 

We can fie how minutes paſs; 
By the hollow caſk are told 
How the waining night grows old, 


* * * Soon, 


08-1 


r Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
| Drives as from our ſports away : 
4 What have we with day to do? 


Sons of care! *twas made for you, 


SONG 73. 


LEST as th' immortal gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 

And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile! 
So ſpoke the eaſtern maid; 

(Like thine, ſeraphic were her charms) 
That in Circaſſia's vineyard ſtray'd, 

And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 


: ; A thouſand fair, of high deſert, 
5 Strove to inchant the am'rous king; 
1 But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 


And taught the royal bard to ſing. 
4 Clarinda thus our ſong inſpires, 
1 And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt lays: 
, But while each charm our boſom fires, 
Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe, 


1 Her mind, in ev'ry grace complete, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human ſkill: 
b Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 
9 Let ſeraphs ſing her, if they will. 
þ Whilſt wand'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 
1 We all that's perfect in her view, 


Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, 
To whom an adoration's due, 
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1 AN love be controul'd by advice? 
| Can madneſs and reaſon agree? 
O Molly! who'd ever be wiſe, 


If madneſs is loving of thee * 


Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte ; 
Let me ſeize on old Time as he flies, 


And the bleſſings of life while they laſt. 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy: 
Too ſoon we may meet with gray hairs; 
Too late may repent being coy. 


Then Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till all our beſt blood does run cold ? 
Our youth we can have but to-day, 
We may always find time to grow old, 


—_—_— 
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OME all ye young lovers, who wan with 
deſpair, 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair, 
Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms, 
And tell them, 'tis heaven to lie in their arms: 
+ Be wiſe by example, take pattern from me, 
For let what will happen, by Jove Þ Il be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, 
For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free. 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the net I was caught, 
I ly'd, and I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught; 
3 : I preſs'd 


3 


J preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon ; 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon 
She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd: I ſaid it might be: 

I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove I'll be free, &C. 
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The next was young Phillis, as bright as the morn; 
The love that I proffer'd, ſhe treated with ſcorn. 
I laugh'd at her folly, ane told her my mind, 
That none can be handſome, but ſuch as are kind; 
Her pride and ill- nature was loſt upon me; 


For in ſpight of fair faces, by Jove I'll be free, &C. 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys, 
Calm peace I delight in, and fly from 1! noiſe; 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, *tis ſure a ſtra: nge race, 
Like birds they fing beſt when put in a cage 
Confinement's the devil, 'twas ne'er made Tor mt, 


Let who will be bond-ſlaves, by Jove PI] be free, &c. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and beautiful laſs, 
Who's yielding and eaſy, . preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool: 
Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 
For, in ſpight of grave leſſons, by Jove 11! be tree, &c. 


—_— 
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8 let us prepare, 
We brothers that are 


Met together on merry occaſion; 
Let's drink, laugh, and ſing, 
Our wine has a ſpring : 

Here S a health to an accepted maſon, 
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The world is in pain, 
Our ſecret to gain, 

But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on; 
Till they're ſhewn the light, 
They'll ne'er know the right 

Word or ſign of an accepted maſon. 


Tis this and *tis that; 
They cannot tell what; 
Why ſo many great men in the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one 
With a free and an accepted maſon, 


Great kings, dukes, and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 
This our myſt'ry to put a good grace on; 
And ne'er been a _—_ 
To hear themſelves nam'd 
With a free and an accepted maſon, 


Antiquity's pride 
We have on our fide, 

It makes each man juſt in his ſtation : 
There's nought but what's good, 
To be underitood 


By a free and an accepted maſon, 


We're true and ſincere, 
And juſt to the fair, 
They'll truſt us on ev'ry occaſion ; 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 
Than a free and an accepted maſon, 


Then join hand in hand, 
To each other firm ſtand, 


Let's 


* * Ta F 3 
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Let's be merry, and put a bright face on; 
No mortal can boaſt 
So noble a toaſt, 


As a free and an accepted maſon, 


SUN. 279, 


E AR Chloe, while thus beyond meafure 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain: 
Your maxim, that love 1s ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey, 


The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs would vaſtly improve; 
Your ſighs and your ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition's the ſun-ſhine of love: 
And tho” the bright beams of your eyes 
Shou'd be cluuded, that now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 
You've often regarded with wonder; 
He's dropſical, the is ſore-ey'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder; 
Together they totter about, 
Or ſit in the ſun at the door, 
And at night, when old Darby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a whiff more. 
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No beauty nor wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral failings to ſmother; 
Then, what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond cf each other ? 
"Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments which youth did beſtow; 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of our bleſſings below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 

Nor ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 

And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 

By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe; 


The current of fondneſs ſtill Anwe, 


Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 


—_— 
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ARLY one morn a jolly briſk tar, 
Signal being made for ſailing, 

Nimbly ſtept down, and told his dear, 

Who was of her loſs bewailing, 
Orders are come, we muſt un moor, 

The boat a-long ſide is waiting, 
Haſten, dear Moll, you muſt a-ſhore, 

And there's no time for prating. 


Molly (whoſe arms were round his neck) 
Look'd as if life had left her, 

To hear ſach words from her dear Jack, 
Quite of all ſpeech bereft her, 


He 
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He ſaw her face began to look pale, 
21 Laugh'd at the filly young creature, 
Fe Until from her heart the blood it began 
To briſk up every feature. 


- * 
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Molly, my dear, ſince I muſt go, 
Why ſuch recoils at parting ? 

You may be happy, you very well know, 
With other men's wives concerting. 
No, no, my dear, there's no ſuch thing, 
I ne'er ſhall ceaſe from crying; 

I may perhaps rejoice and ſing, 
When you on the deck lie dying. 


No ſooner ſhe ſpoke, but old Trinkelow's call, 
All hands aloft, did rattle, 

Jack, with a ſmile, cries, come, dear Moll, 

1 This is no time to prattle; 

— 9 Into the boat, the ſhip's on Way: 
Molly crept ſlowly over, 

Every ſtep ſhe cry'd, day-day ! 
Such did her fears diſcover, 


Lo far off, with watery cyes, 
She ſaw the ſhip on ſailing, 


„ Eager ſhe look'd, and thus replies, 
7 For the loſs of her love bewailing.z 
4 There he goes, my dear is gone, 


Gone is my heart's deſire; 
O! that the balls may miſs my John, 
That is all 1 require. 


D 5 8 ON 
He 


L 82 
SONG 8o. 


LY Care to the winds, thus I blow thee away, 
I'll drown thee in wine, if thou dar'ſt but to ſtay, 
With bumpers of claret my ſpirits PII raiſe; 
I'll laugh, and I'll fing all the reſt of my days. 


God Bacchus this moment adopts me his ſon, 

And, inſpir'd, my breaſt glows with tranſports un- 
known. 

The ſparkling liquor new vigour ſupplies, 

And makes the nymph kind, who before was too 
wiſe, 


Then, dull ſober mortals, be happy as me, 

Two bottles of claret will make us agree, 

Will open your eyes to ſee Phillis's charms, 

And, her coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe'll fly to your arms. 


** 
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AIR Iris I love, and I hourly die, 
F But not for a lip, nor a languiſhing eye; 
he's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe; 
We neither believe what either can ſay, 
And neither believing, we neither betray. 


"Tis civil to hear, and to ſay things of courſe ; 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe: 
When prefent we love, when abſent agree, 

I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me: 

The legend of love no couple can find, 

$9 caſy to part, or ſo equally join'd, 
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ORT H from my dark and diſmal cell, 
F Or from the dark abyſs of hell, 

Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain. 


Fears and cares oppreſs my ſoul; 

Hark! how the angry furies howl? 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam bad. 


Through the world I wander night and day 
To find my ſtraggling ſenſes : 

In angry mood I met old Time, 
With his pentateuch of tenſes : 


When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no man: 

In vain with cries ] rend the ſkies, 
For pity 1s not common. 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help! help! or elſe I die! 

Hark! I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman 'gins to whiſtle; 

Chaſe Diana bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to briſtle. 


Come Vulcan, with tools and with tackle; 
And knock oif my troubleſome ſhackle; 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

To bring me my ſenſes again. 


Laſt night I heard the dog-ſtar bark; 
Mars met Venus in the dark ; 
D 6 Limping 
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Eats powder'd beef, turnip, and carrot; 
But a cup of Malaga ſack 


1 84 J 
Limping Vulcan heat an jiron- bar, 
And furiouſly made at the god of war: 
Mars with his weapon laid about: 
Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 
His broad horns did ſo hang in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 
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Mercury, the nimble poſt of heaven, 
Stood ſtill to ſee the quarrel; 

Barrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 
Beſtrid a ſtrong- beer barrel: 

To me he drank whole butts, 

Until he burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider, 

Poor Tom is very dry, 

A little drink for charity, 


Hark! I hear Acteon's hounds ; 
The huntimen whoop and hollow, 
Ringwocd, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman ; 
All the chace do follow. 


The man in the moon drinks claret, 


Will fire the buſh at his back. 


8 © N 83. 


REE from confinement aud ſtriſe, 
| Il! plow thro? the ocean of life 
To ſeek new delights, 
Where beauty invites, 
But ne*cr be confin'd to a wife. 


The 
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The man that is free, 
Like a veſlel at fea, 
After conqueſt and plunder may roam; 
But when either confin'd 
By wife or by wind, 
Tho' for glory deſign'd, 
No advantage they find, 
But rot in the harbour at home. 
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Uardian angels now protect me, 
Send to me the ſwain I love; 
Cupid, with thy bow direct me, 
Help me, all ye pow'rs above. 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Tell him I love and I deſpair ; 
Tell him, for him I grieve, 
Say, *tis for him I live; 
O may the ſhepherd be ſincere ! 


Thro' the ſhady groves I'll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night ; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my ſight; 
Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes, repeat the vows he ſwore : 
Can he forget me, 
Will he negle& me, 
Shall I never ſee him more! 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nymph more fair ? 
Tf *tis fo, Pl wear the willow, 


And eſteem the happy pair. 
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Some lonely cave I'll make my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue; 
The lark and Philomel 
Only ſhall hear me tell 
What makes me bid the world adieu, 


SQ NG 85. 


O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 
My Chloe's boſom grace : 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might 1 ſupply that envy'd place 
With never-fading love, 
With never-fading love. 
There, Phœnix like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die, 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 


More fragrant roſes there, 
More fragrant roſes there. 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
With envy and deſpair, 
With envy and deſpair: 
One common fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with envy, I with love, 
You die, &c. | 


SONG 86. 


OW gentle was my Damon's air, 
H Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales; 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign, 

And yet mat cruel taſk is mine. 
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On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon 1s my theme, 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 


But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 
The hills, &c. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 


Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 


Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my lofs deplore, 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I feek in vain, 

All, all, &c, 


SON G 87x. 


AIL Windſor, crown'd with lofty tow'rs, 
Where Nature wantons at her will, 
Decks ev'ry vale with fruits and flow'rs, 
With waving trees adorns each hill: 
Like Mars with Venus in his arms; 
Like his thy ſtrength, like her's thy charms, 
Like his, &c. 


When o'er thy plains I ftretch mine eyes, 
Pleas'd with thy proſpeQs unconfin'd, 
A thouſand ſcenes before me riſe, 
A thouſand beauties charm my mind: 
Tho' different each, yet each agrees, 
Nor this, nor that, but all things pleaſe. 


Thus 


—— — 


Thus Strephon views his lovely fair, 5 
From charm to charm in raptures toſt, ‚ 
Yet not her face, nor ſhape, nor air, 
Nor yet her eyes tranſport him moſt; 
But *tis the heavenly finith'd whole, 
With matchleſs grace delights his ſoul. 


— 


— 
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AIL, Greenwich, crown'd with ſweet delight, | 
Throughout thy parks diſplay'd, 1 

There nature's laviſh charms invite 

Each youth and blooming maid, 

To taſte the joys of rural ſhade, 

W hcre nought but love and mirth invade, | 

Where nought, &c. x 2 


Thy ranging groves of loſty trees 
With ipreading ſhades repel 

The heat of Phoebus ſultry rays: 
There feather'd ſongſters dwell, 

In pleaſing emblems of true love, 

Melodious warbling thro” the prove. 


Each riſing hill new proſpects yields, 
And captivates the mind; 
The grazing flocks, the pleaſant fields, 
Yield raptures unconfin'd; 
Fair Flora paints the verdant ſcene, 
And decks with fragrant ſweets the green, 


The filver Thames glides gently by, 

With peace and plenty crewn'd ; 

Its glitt'ring ſurface cheers the eye, * 
Grecn oziers mantling round, vw 

With wanton wavings as 1t goes, 

In various forms new beauties ſhews. 

From 


— 


| T5. 
From hill to dale, from dale to grove, 
| Thy ſplendors ſhine around, 
That viewing each we fully prove 
Tranſporting joys abound ; 
Whilſt ecſtacy inſpire the ſou], 
And praifing one, we praiſe the whole, 
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1 APPY hours all hours excelling, 
| When retir'd from crowds and noiſe, 
Happy is that filent dwelling, 
Fill'd with ſeli-po.!efling joys. 


-» Happy's that contented creature, 
l Who with feweſt things 1s pleas'd, 

And conſults the voice of nature, 

When of roving fancics eas'd, 


Every paſſion wiſely moving, 

Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale; 
Every ſtate of life improving, 

That no anxious thoughts prevail. 


T3 


Happy man who thus poſſeſſing 


Life with ſome companion dear, 
Joy imparted ſtill increaſes, 
Griefs when told ſoon diſappear. 
9.0 N. 90. 
* E comes, he comes, the hero comes! 


Sound, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the drum; 
From port to port let cannons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 
Prepare, 


14 
Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare; 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air: 
From pole to pole your joys reſound, 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd. 


SONG 91. 


AIL Maſonry, thou craft divine! 
Glory of earth, from heav'n reveal'd ; 
Which doth with jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſons eyes conceal'd, 
Cho. Thy praiſes due who can rehearſe 
In nervous proſe, or flowing verſe ? 


As men from brutes diftinguiſh'd are, 
A Maſon other men excels ; 
For what's in knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his breaſt ſecurely dwells! 
Cho. His filent breaſt, and faithful heart, 
Preſerves the ſecrets of the art. 


From ſcorching heat, and piercing cold, 
From beaſts whoſe roar the foreſ rends: 
From the aſſaults of warriors bold, 
The Maſons art mankind deſends. 
Cho. Be to this art due honour paid, 
From which mankind receive ſuch aid. 


Enſigns of ſtate, that feed our pride, 
Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain! 
By Maſons true are laid aſide; 
Art's free- born ſons ſuch toys diſdain. 
Cho. Ennobled by the name they bear, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the badge they wear. 


Sweet 


wed wed a a bed AA A} _WOI mt) <<! frond 


Wot 


Sweet fellowſhip, from envy free, 
Friendly converſe of brotherhood, 
The lodge's laſting cement be, 
Which has for ages firmly ſtood. 
- Cho. A lodge thus built, for ages paſt 
— , Has laſted, and will ever laſt. 


Then in our ſongs be juſtice done 
To thoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
From 1 down to Burlington, 
And let each brother bear a part. 
Cho, Let noble Maſons health go round, 
Their praiſe in lofty lodge reſound. 


—— 


S ON G 92. 
HR. hark ye, how echoes the horn in the 


vale, 
Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, 
To charm us to barter for ignoble reſt 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt: 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſman is, Hark, "rw away; 
Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys? 
Haſte, haſte, let's away; ſo to horſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place? 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 
From valley to valley re-echoes the cry: | 
Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, | 
We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old Care: 
Forgetful of labour, we leap o'er the mounds, 


Led on by the horn and the cry of the hounds. 
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S ON G 93. 


ARK ! che bonny Chriſt-Church bells, 
1, 2, 3» 4, 5» 6, 
They ſound ſo woundy great, 
So wond'rous ſweet, 
And they troul ſo merrily, merrily. 


Hark! the firſt and ſecond bell, 
That every day at four and ten 
Cries, come, come, come, 
Cries, come to pray'rs; 
And the virger troops before the dean. 


Tingle, tingle, ting goes the ſmall bell at nine, 


To call the bcerers home; 
But the dev'l a man 
Will leave his can, 


Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


S ON G 9g4. 


E that will not merry, merry be 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt. 


Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here: 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
To be merry auother year ? 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 

May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a penny in his purſe. 


Let him be merry, &c. 


He 


11 


He that will not merry, merry be 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To coiifuund him with her noiſe, 
Let him be merry, &c, 


He that will not merry, merry be 
With his miſtrels in his bed, 

Let him be bury'd in the church- yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. 


Let him be merry, &c. 
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SONG 95. 


OW brimful of nothing's the life of a beau? 
| They've nothing to think of, they've nothing 
to do; 
Nor nothing to talk of, for nothing they know: 
Such, ſuch is the life of a beau, &c. 


For nothing they riſe but to draw the freſh air; 
Spend the morning in nothing but curling their hair; 


And do nothing all day, but ſing, ſaunter, and ſtare: 
Such, tuck is, e.. 


For nothing, at night, at the play-houſe they crowd, 

To mind nothing done there, they always are proud 

But to bow and to prin, and talk nothing aloud : 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball, 
And for nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call; 


For they ſtill muſt be beaſted, who've—nothang at all: 
Such, fuck is, &c. 


For 


SO 


For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear; 
For they've nothing to hope, nor they've nothing to 
fear; 
They can be nothing no where, who— nothing are 
here: 
Such, ſuch 1s, &c. 


S ON G 96. 


OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs. 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 


Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court, 
Which is, &c. 


What tho? he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau; 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 

Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 


Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 


Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 


What then, if a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs without ſcruple from other men's ſacks ; 
In this of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 


Or ſhou'd he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he mimicks the tools of the ſtate; 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
As all his concerns to bring griſt to his mill, 
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lle eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up cheerful to work and to fing : 
If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 


* — 
— 


$ O N pq. 
1 pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 


Who roams o'er the wat'ry main; 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
eſs. ; But cheerfully ſpends all his gain. 
| We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true, 
And wou'd not commit a baſe action 
For power and profit in view. 


Chorus. Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 
wats The world 1s a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleflings of life, 
1 | The toiler with plenty rewarding ; 
y Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry fteers right. 


7 4 Cho. Then why ſhould, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubje& to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
1 Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
7 Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
4 & The 
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The various bleſſings of nature 1 
In various nations we try ; 
No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 


Cho. Then why ſhould, &c. 
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SON G 98. Tune, SLI x. 


Am in truth 


A country youth, | Goo 
"nus n aſhions ; 
* 'd to London faſh ; 
Yet virtue guides, 


And ſtill preſides 
O'er all my fieps and paſſions. 


No courtly leer, 1 
Put all fanceze, 

No bribe ſhall ever blind me: And 
If you can like Fe 
A Yorkſhire tike, Tw 

An honeſt man you'll find me. 1 

And 
Tho? Envy's tongue, Ie 
With ſlander hung, 

Does oft belye our county; Ther 
No men on earth A1 
Boaſt greater worth, «8 *T 

Or more extend their beunty, A1 

And 
Our northern breeze WW 


With us agrees, © The) 
And does for buſineſs fit us; ; 

In public cares, 

In love's affairs, 
With honour we acquit us. 


A noble 


C71 


A noble mind 
Is ne'er confin'd 

To any ſhire or nation; 
He gains moſt praiſe, 
Who beſt diſplays 

A generous education: 


i While rancour rolls 
| In narrow ſouls, 
By narrow views diſcerning ; 
The truly wiſe 
| Will only prize 
| Good manners, ſenſe, and learning. 


. 
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Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
This many and many a year: 
And theſe are three plagues enough, I ſhould think, 
For any poor mortal to bear, 
*Twas love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me fall into debt; 
And tho? I have ſtruggl'd and ſtruggl'd and ſtrove, 
I cannot get rid of them yet. 


There's nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pain ; 
"T'wilt pay all my debts, 
And remove all my letts ; 

And my miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again : 


Then, then Þ'11 fall to my loving and drinking again. 


— 
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Love thee, by heavens, I cannot ſay more; 
Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling; 
If thou yield'ſt not at once, I muſt e'en give thee o'er, 
For I'm but a novice at fooling. 


What my love wants in words, it ſhall make up in 
deeds, 
Then why ſhould we waſte time in ſtuff, child? 
A performance, you'wot well, a promiſe exceeds ; 
A word to the wiſe is enough, child, 


F know how to love, and to make that love known, 
But I hate all 3 and arguing : 

Had a goddeſs my heart, ihe ſhould ev'n lie alone, 
If ſhe made many words to a bargain, 


I'm a quaker in love, and but barely afirm 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying ; 
Pr'ythee be thou ſo too, ſeek for no better term, 

But e'en throw thy yea or thy nay in. 


] cannot bear love like a chancery-ſuit, 
The age of a patriarch depending ; 

Then pluck up a ſpirit, no longer be mute, 
Give it one way or other an ending. 


Leng courtſhip's the vice of a phlegmatic fool, 
Like the grace of fanatical ſinners, 
Where the ſtomachs are loſt, and the victuals grow 
| cool, | 
- Before men fit down to their dinners, 
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: 1 I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 
Let this be my fate in a fair country town; 
; May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
CV. 2. And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I govern my paſlions with an abſolute ſway, 
i And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears 
op 182 away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


; In a country town, by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or ſtile, 

WwWns And ancaly pad-nag to ride out a mile. 
May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon, nor teal, 
And clean, tho? coarſe, linen at every meal. 

E May I govern, &c. 


With a pudding on Sunday, with ſtout humming li- 
quor, 
And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 
To drink the king's health as oft as we dine, 
May I govern, &c. 


With courage undaunted may:I face my laſt day; 
s grow And when I am dead, may the better fort ſay, 


In the 1 when ſober, in the ev'ning when mel 
ow, 
He is gone, and han't left behind him his fellow; 
For he govern'd his paſſions with an abſolute ſway, 
L And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away, 
N G Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 
b E 2 SONG 
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F gold could lengthen life, I ſwear, 
It then ſhould be my chieteſt care 
To get a heap, that I might ſay, 
When death came to demand his pay, 
Thou flave, take this, and go thy way, 


But fince life is not to be bought, 
Why ſhould I plague myſelf ſor nought ; 
Or fooliſhly diſturb the ſkies 

With vain complaints or fruitleſs cries ? 
For if the fatal deſtinies 

Have all agreed it ſhall be fo, 
What good will gold or crying do. 


Give me, to eaſe my thirſty ſoul, 
The joys and comforts of the bowl; © 
Freedom and health, and whilſt I live, *"— 
Let me not want what love can give; 

Then ſhall I die in peace, and have 

'This conſolation in the grave, 

That once I had the world my ſlave. 


"hd — 
SONG 103. 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment ? 

If a poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my content ? 
Since I driak it with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain; 
Or repent ev'ry morn, when I know tis in vain ? 

Yet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens the heart; 
I take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 

By jolly complexion I make my joy known. 


But 


E 


But oh! how I'm bleſt! when ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſovereign heat to expel that of love; 

When in quenching the old, I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as ſtill want a name, 


SONG 104. 


N good king C45: is's golden days, 
When loy airy lad no harm in't, 
A ze dus higi-church-man I was, 
And fo I got preferment. 
To teach my flock I never miſt, 
Kings are by God appointed : 
And thoſe are damn'd that do reſiſt, 
And touch the Lord's anointcd ; 
And this is law, I will maintain 
Until my dying day, fir, 
That whatſbever king*{hall reign, 
I will be vicar of Bray, fir. 


When royal James obtain'd the throne, 
And pop'ry came in faſhion, 
'The penal laws I hooted down, 
And read the declaration : 
'The church of Rome I found would fit 
Full well my conſtitution ; 
And had become a Jeſuit, 
But for the Revolution, 
And this is law, &c. 


When WILLIAM was our king declar'd, 
To eaſe the nation's grievance ; 

With this new wind about I ſteer'd, 
And ſwore to him allegiance 


E 3 Old 


** 


Old principles I did revoke, 


Set conſcience at a diſtance ; 
Paſſive obedience was a joke, 
And piſh for non-reſiſtance; 
And this is law, &c. 


When gracious Anne aſcends the throne, 
The church of England's glory, 
Another ſace of things was ſeen, 
And I became a Tory: 
Occaſional conformiſts baſe, 
I damn'd their moderation, 
And thought the church in danger was 
By ſuch prevarication. 
And this 1s law, &C. 


When Gro in pudding- time came o'er, 
And moderate men look'd big, fir 3 
I turn'a a cat-in-pan once more, 
And then became a Whag, fir; 
And ſo preferment I procur'd 
By our new faith's defender; 
And always every day abjur'd 
The pope and the pretender. 
And this is law, &. 


Th' illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 
And proteſtant ſucceſſton, 
'To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep poſſeſſion: 
For by my faith and loyalty, 
I never more will faulter, 
And Greorct my lawful king.ſhall be 
Until the time ſhall alter ; 
And this is law, Iwill maintain 
Until my dying day, fir, - 
That ae Ting ſhall reign, 
I'll be vicar of Bray, fir... 
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Þ* ſpite of love, at length I find 


A miſtreſs that will pleaſe me, 
Her humour free and unconfin'd, 
Both night and day ſhe'll caſe me; 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 
Tho? ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind ; 
Then drink, and never ſpare it, 
"T's a bottle of good claret, 


If you thro? all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover ; 

Such liquor ſhe*]I] diſti! from thence, 

As will tranſport your raviſh'd ſenſe ; 

Then kiſs, and never ſpare it, 

*T'is a bottle of good claret. 


But, beſt of all! ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſhve ſhe obeys me; 
She's truly better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 
Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; | 
Then kiſs, and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, 
hee ſure you uſe her kind, fir, 
Clap your hands about her waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, fir; 
As for her bottom never doubt, 


Puſh but home, and you'll find iz out ; 


Then drink, and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a bottle of good claret. 
E 4 
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SONG 106. LIET's BE Jovial, 


OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes, 

Noble deeds are done by wine ; 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 
Who'd for love or beauty pine ? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 
More than Phillis has, tho? going 
In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council-board : 

He ſubdu'd the world by drinking 
More than by his conqu'ring ſword, 


_ 
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SON G 107. Tune JoiLy MorTaLs, &e. 


E T's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs *tis for us to think, 
How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 

And the wiſe are ſway'd by chink. 


Let not ſuch vain thoughts oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare : 

We are all as rich as Craſas, 
Drink away, and drive off care. 


Wine will make us freſh as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget ; 

Come let's fuddle all our noſes, 

Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 


When 


| 
| 


f L 0 
| When grim death 1s looking for us, 
We're carouſing o'er our bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the chorus, 
Cries, death, be gone! here's none but ſouls, 


„ 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding 
Drinking ſouls can never die. 


| s O N G ies. 
E T ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe, 


And money be the miſer's wiſh, 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh : 
*Tis wine, pure wine, revives fad fouls ; 


| Therefore fill us the cheering bowls. 


| Let minions marſhal every hair, 
And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear ; 
Pure wine is native red and white. 
Tis wine, &c. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 
. Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 


And kindneſs flows from cups brim-full. 
"Tis wine, &c. 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk ; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth; 
But they want nothing that are drunk. 
*Tis wine, &c. 
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SONG 10g. ; 


OVE's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all fablime delights; 
Which, witkmutual inclination, , 
Two fond hearts in one. unites. 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, 

If compar'd with true content? 
T hat falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 


Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


SONG 110. 


A favourite Two Part Sox. Set by Mr: Travers: 


The Words by Marr. PRIOR. 
HE N Bibo thought fit from the world to re- 


'Y treat, 
As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat; 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 
He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
*« 'T rim the boat, and fit quiet!“ ſtern Charon re- 


ply'd; 


** You may have forgot——you were drunk when you. 


dy'd. 
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SONG in. 


APP 's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 

But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there fee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot, the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heavenly fair; 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar-a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow, 


But huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as he's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all my anguiſk;. 
She is too good to let me languiſh: 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks that dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marroWgr 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow... 

* 
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SONG 112. FzIrNDSsHIT and WIx Z. 
Sung by Mr. GiLson, at Vauxhall. 


E T the grave, and the gay, 
; Enjoy life how they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs ; 
Go the world well or ill, 
*Tis the fame with me fill, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs, 


The lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lie, 
And Craſus his treaſure amaſs ; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 
So P11 ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


New life wine inſpires, 
And creates new deſires, 
> And oft wins the lover his laſs, 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs ; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my plaſs. 


The earth ſucks the rain; 
The ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
Then erliven the clay, 
Let us live while we 


Ys 
And 111 ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


"Tis friendſhip and wine 
Only life can refine : 
We care nct whate'er comes to paſs 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen : 
Come here's to our friend and our glaſs, 
SONG 


- 11 1 — 


* . 8 F . 
* | — _ y 1 


SONG 112. Lovx and AFFECTION, 


Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Yares. 


HE N youth mature to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart ; 

From vein to vein love's light'ning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful ſmart: 

My boſom dear content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; 

The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd love and ſweet affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What could a ſhepherd do ? 
And to ſubmit to ſad deipair, 
Was not the way to woo. 
At length I told the lovely maid, 
I hop'd ſhe'd no objection 
To talk (while round her lambkins play'd) 
Of love and ſweet affection, 


A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 
A bluſh devoid of guile, 
And what from me, can you expect?“ 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile. . 
*« How many nymphs have been hetray'd, | 
Through want of calm reflection: 
Then don't my peace of mind invade 
«© With love and ſweet affection.” 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock's bands let's join ; 

My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 
My ſoul itſelf is thine, | 
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But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life, 


£10013 
To church I led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 
And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare 
With love and ſweet affection. 


2 
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SONG 113. Sung by Mr. Cooke, 
at Sadler's Wells. 


Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 

As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 
My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
And my mititrcſs is fond of each fellow ſhe meets: 
Yet, in ſpite of her arts, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro life. 


Go miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaze ; 

Her ficedom ſhall never imbitter my glee, 

One woman's the ſame as another to me : 

So, in ſpite of her airs, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and hy thro' life. 


T laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 

For falſe-hearted gipſeys they title divine; 

At worſt of my love-fits no phyſic J aſk, 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk : 

For go things how they will, I'll not make the leaſt 
ſtrife, 


The girl that behaves with good humour and ſenſe, 
Shall Kill to my heart have the warmeſt pretence; 
Ard for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and betray; 
In honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away. 

is my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtrife, 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 
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SONG 114 A HuxTixc Soxc. 


Sung by Mr. BZARD, in AroLLo and Daynxe, 


HE ſun from the caſt tips the mountains with 
gold, : 
And the meadows all ſpangled with dew drops he- 
hold ; 

The lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's cheerful ſummons rebukes our delay : 
With the ſports. of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we foltow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the {miles of the court; 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſti]Þ gives us a zeſt to our joy. 

With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 

The prieſt hunts a hving, the lawyer a fee ;. 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tho” often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame; 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe, , 

Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. | 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſing we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns, thro' the woodlands ta 
roam, | 
And.when tir'd abroad; find contentment at home. 
With 
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With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 


f llow, follow, follow, follow, follow,. follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full ery. 


a * 


—B 1 — _ —_ — — 


SONG 115. Sung by Mr, Yares in the 


CaPRICIOUs LOVERS. 


H O' my features, I am told, 
Are grown wrinkled and cid, 

Dull wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 

Not a wrinkle is there, 

Which is furrow'd with care, 
And my heart 1s as light as the beſt, 

When I look on my boys, 

They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my children I ſee; 

While the comforts I find 

In the kingdom, my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days I was young, 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 

The laſſes came flocking a- pace; 
But now, turn'd of threeſcore, 
J can do ſo no more 


Why then let my boy take my place. 


Of our pleaſures we crack; 
For we ſtill love the ſmack, 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
„Why ſhould we repine ? 
You've had your's, I've had mine, 


And now let our children begin, 
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SONG 116. Sung by Mr. Brand, in 


Love in a VILLAGE. 


Pan was a jolly miller once, 


Liv'd on the river Dee; 


He work'd, he ſan». from morn to night, 


No lark more biithe than he: 


And this the burden of his ſong 
For ever us'd to be, 

] care for nobody, no not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 


—_ 
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SONG 117. Sung by Mrs. Mar rocks, in 


Love in a VILLAGE, 


Ck god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part: 

Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 

Tyrants of more cruel kind, 

Thoſe who would enſlave the mind, 
Cupid, god, &c. 


What is grandeur? foe to reſt; 

Childiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble ſtate! 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait. 
Cupid, god of, &c. | 


SONG 
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SONG 118, Sung by Mr. BEARD, in 


Love in a VILLAGE. 


ONS! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like 
this ; 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs ? 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 
 Wou'd do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place. 
No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee: 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe: 
We all love a pretty girl under the roſe. 
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SONG 119, Sung by Mr. Märrocxs, in 
TromMas and SALLY. Set by Dr. ARNE. 


IF E's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth :. 

There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure ; 
But ' tis love muſt, give them birth, 


That warm ſun its aid denying, . 
We no happineſs can taſte ;. 

But in cold obſtruction lying, 
Life is all one barren, waſte. 


—— . 
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SONG 120, Sung by Mr. Duxs5TaL, in 
Love in a VILLAGE. 


Plau of thoſe wenches! they make ſuch a 
. pother, 


en once they have let'n a man have his will; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage. 
| What: 
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What thof he ſpeak em ne'er ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on, 

Vou cannot perſuade em; f 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you— ad rot it! 

Their character's blaſted, their ruin'd, undone; 
And then, to be ſure, ſir, 
There is but one cure, ſir, 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 
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SONG 121. Sung by Sig. PERETTI, in 
| ARTAXERXES, 


F infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 
And friendſhip in our riper years, 
Had twin'd our hearts in one; 


O! clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 

Reſtore him with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 
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SONG r22. Sung by Mrs. Pix ro, in 


ARTAXERXES. 


2 


1 o' er the cruel tyrant love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 

The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd, 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then 


[' 126: ] 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a traitor” s part. 
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SONG 123. Sung by Mrs. PixTo, in 
ARTAXERXES. 


E T not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 

Nor, with rancour never ending, 
Heap ireſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev- ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
I, alas, at onte have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend! 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 

Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 
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SONG 124. Max, the Mor RER of Love. 
Written by Mr, CunninGHAM. Set by Mr, Loxc. 


HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 

The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd for her beauty above ; 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 

Hail, May, as the mother of love, 


From the weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſtcals a kiſs from the role, 
And willows and woodbines entwine ; 
The pinks by the Tivulet's ſide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the mother of love, 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; 
If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic 1s taught them by May : 
The ſtock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
And murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 
That May 1s the mother of love, 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay; 

Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May: 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And z his keen anguiſh remove, 

Let him i her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 
That May is the mother of love. 


SONG 
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| Nature gaily decks the 2 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the grove, 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Not the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 


She. Not the water's gentle fall, 


Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


Beth, Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the Cheerful ſeaſon gay : 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May : 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


SONG 125. Dauox andFLoRELLA, 
A Dialogue. Sung in the SORCERER. . 


He. AS T, my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkins play; 


By the bank with poplars crown'd, 
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SONG 126. The Ozx1cin of ENOLIsHLI BERT. 
Sung by Mr. Hupsox. 
The Words by G. A. STEVENs, 


NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; 

Merry Momus among them was ſat as a gueſt, 

(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing): 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 

So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 
He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome ſmart ſtorics told, 

And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


4 Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
„ Grows grievouſlly tired of late; 

„ He ſays that mankind are much worſe than before, 
So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 

Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the world, 
And ſhe hung it up in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 
round, | 
To ſee what each climate was worth ; | 
Like a di'mond the whole with an atmoſphere bound, 
And ſhe varioufly planted the earth : 
With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
W hat ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 
And FREEDOM ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 

The bloſſoms of LIBERTY 'gan then to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed ou the fruit: 


. Thus 


11 


Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as *twas given ! 
We will while we've breath; nay, we'll graſp it in 
death, 
Then return 1t untainted to heaven, 
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SONG 127. Set by Dr. Boyce, 


ID me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 
When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow; 4 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong , 


Now rolls impetuous on and free, 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps along ; 
"Then bid me court ſobriety, 7 


Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene 
Of rage and calm, of froſt and fire, 
Unerring guide, coyld only mean, 
That age ſhou'd reaſon—youth deſire. 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume 
A. nature's law) to ſeize 


The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 

And join impoſſibilities? A 
By 
| No !—let me waſte the frolic May By 
| In wanton joys and wild exceſs, 0 
In revel ſport, and laughter gay, A1 

1. And mirth, and roſy cheerfulneſs. 
| Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 
it And wine, the aid of love, be near: H. 
it All charms me that to joy incites, du 
| And ev'ry ſhe that's kind, is fair. 5 
| 
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SONG 128. A favourite Dver, and Chnorvs, 
in the Oratorio of Jupas Maccarmzus. 


EF. the conquering hero comes, 
8 Sound the trumpet, bat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


See the godlike youth advance, 
Breath the flutes and lead the dance; 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 

To deck the hero's brow divine. 


— 


SONG 129. A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs. 
Scor, in the Coxsciovs Lovers. Set by Mr, 
Ba1LDON, 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 

If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content! 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know 'tis in vain ? 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain 1s, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart, 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſlionate filence I make my love known : 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name ! 


How pleaſing 1s beauty ! how ſweet are her charms! 
How delightful her embraces! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love ; 
"Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all herces muſt yield ; 
For 'tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field, 
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SONG 130. 


TherRoasT BEEF or Orp ENGLAND. 


A Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the 
ingenious Mr. HoGARTEH. 


ReciTATIVE. 


Lol hs WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
here ſad deſpair and famine always dwells) 


A 2 6 e Frencuman, madame Grandſire's cook, 
7 e ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took, 
Bending ah the weight of fam'd fir-loin, 

© vain he often wiſh'd to dine; 

Goc er Dominic by chance came by, 


With roty 11s, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Tho, Sen hc g beheld the greaſy load, 
His! | it he beſtow'd ; 


And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 
Ke 1ck'd kiz coupe, and thus the knight addrefs'd, 
AIR. 
CA lodeiy laſs to friar came, &c.) 
C} rare aſt bee! loy'd b; 31! mankind, 
1 1 42 0. ; 14 Ha hee, 
When dees d and garniſh d to my mind 
nd ſwimming in ; Vs 
Y Il thy country's 1 in'd 
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RECITATIVE. 


A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen, 

Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food ; 
His morning's meſs forſook (the friendly. bowl) 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole; 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief. 


AIX. 
( Feoote's Minuet. 9 


Ah), ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat looks ſo tempting red and vite? 
Begar it is de roaſt beef from Londre ; 
O! grant to me van letel bite, 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe brazen front his country did betray) 
From 'Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means, to gain his daily bread ; 
Soon as the well-knov/n proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd ; 


AIX. 
(Ellen a Reon.) 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy that ſo light is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out of my eyes. 
F 3 While 
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While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing. 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you? 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
ſtarving. | 


RECITATI VE. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, 

Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy d, 

His dear-lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 

Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe ; 


AIR. 
(The Broom of Coudenknows, } 
How hard, oh! Sawney, 1s thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 


O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown ; 

T wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down. 


Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 

I would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere I had gang'd w1' thee, | 


O the beef, &c. 


RECiTATIVE. 


But, fee, my muſe to England takes her flight, 

Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 

Aud whips, and chains, and tortures are not known. 
Tho? 
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Tho! Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ling. 


AIX. 


As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing oer the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Enzliih roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry'd, “ Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard, made him burſt, 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The ox is Old England; the frog is Monfieur 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 

To ſee the fir-loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 

The French may e'en burſt like the frog iu the fable. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Euglith roait beef, 
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SONG 131. 


The Words made to a favourite ScorTcn Ain, in the 


Overture of THOMAS AND SALLY. 


Sung by. Mrs. PixTo at RANELACH. Set by 


Dr. ARNE. 


O eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jocky to young Jenny came : 


But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd ker ſpinning-wheel. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 
And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall: 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel ; 

But Lill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender waiſt 

He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd; 
10 kiſs her hand he down did kneel: 
But yet fic turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Vith gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe; 
He bled her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs the could ſcarce conceal; 
Yet fill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-Wwheel. 


Till, bolder grown, fo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd: 


Then puſh'd him from the rock and reel, 


And angry turn'd her ſpinning-Wwheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 


He ſwore he meant her for his bride: 


Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her ſpinning-Wheel. 
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N SONG 132. Sung by Mr. Lows, 

| Y temples with cluſters of grapes Ill entwine, 
N And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 


In tearch of a Venus no longer Il run, 
But flop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


3 
2 4 
15 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair; 

For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs ? 


| *Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulle of the heart: 
'The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme 1s her ſway) 

Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice ſorrow liſts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed; 
While age, in an ecſtacy, hobbling along, 

Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


„ 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
1'!] fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 

"Tis the thirſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 


ee 
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Sg O:N-G 133. 
Sung in the Dou BLE DisayPOINTMENTS 


Herever I'm going, and all the day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
Ind that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when I'm filent, runs till in my ſong. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Balinzmone ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 
8 4 F 4 Since 
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Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe; 

I fleep all the day to forget half my woes: 

So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 

By St. Patrick, I fear it will burn thro” my clothes. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how PII ftrut and I'I 
ſtride ! 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey TI ride, 
As befcre you I walk to the church by your fide, 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


— — —_— 


SONG 124. Cymox and Iryicenta. A Cantata, 


Sung by Mr. Beaxp. Set by Dr. Arne, 


RECITATIVE. 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
ſhade | 
veern'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 
'Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove: 
He 
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He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ftar'd - her lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue, 


AIR. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy 2 ſhews the (ky, 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene: 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene ! 


RECITATIVE. 


She wakes and ſtarts—poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 

Oh, Cymon! if tis you, I need nbt riſe; _— 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 

Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again. 

The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 

But thus with eeſtacy purſu'd his ſong : 


AI R. 


Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck ; 
Thy love-inipiring mien, ; 
'Thy love-inſpiring mien; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
] ie for Iphigene, 
I die for Iphigene. 
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RECITATIVE. 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe : 
She gazes— finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his auk'ard gait ; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
'Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead; 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


ASK. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte defire ; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate, and elevate the human foul : 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched tate 

Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, 

What angels do above. 


8 — — 


. 
Sung by Mr. BEARD and Miis Vous. 


HEN Phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain : 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 
glorious game, 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 
And, wingcd with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed: . 
ut, 
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1 
þ But, oh! 'tis in vain, *tis in vain that he flies, 
1 That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
a cries ; 
For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 


And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds ſurrounded 
he dies, 


— — * — —— — — — 


SONG 136. 
Sung at VAUXHALL. Set by Dr. ARNE. 


; URE Sally 1s the lovieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherd glee; 

Not May-day in its l 
is halt fo fair as ſhe: 

Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore ; 

Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


— 0 > . _ 
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No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey fip, 
— Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught lip: 
But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwaius, 
'The ripe temptation ſhun ; 
Or elfe like me you'll wear her chains, 


ms Like me you'll be undone, 
n! 
| Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 
k ; And lark-like hail'd the morn 
7 More ſportive than the kid I kept, 
the I wanton'd o'er the lawn: 


To ev'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth aver ; 
Yet ere the parting kiſs was cold 
I laugh'd at love and her, 
ut, 3 F 6 Bay 
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But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray ; 

There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my ſoul away: 

Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope I ſee; 

For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me. | 


Since theſe. my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, 

Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And ftray'd I know not where:. 

Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat ; 
My lambkins loſt, adieu! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. 


n mn... 


SONG 137. The UNION oF LOVE AND Wixe, 
Set by Mr. BAL DO. 


IT H woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
| For kfe without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. 

Each helping the other, in pleafure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enliven my ſoul ;. 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
T never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 
care not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Let 'em have the own humour, and Iwill have mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
Ti the ſpring-tide of Life, and the fael of love: * 
And 
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And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 


As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine. 
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Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half. 
divine, 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine; 

Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
: For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glais, 


SON G 138. Sung in Thx CHALET. 
US H about the briſk bowl, twill enliven the 


heart, 
While thus we fit down on the graſs: 
The lover who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
4 Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
| Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the mals, 

' Whate'er the curinudgeon may think of himſelf, 

4 Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 

q Deſerves, &c. 


922 


The beau who ſo ſmart, with his well- powder'd hair, 
1 An angel beholds in his glafs, 
And thinks with grimaee to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. 


The 
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The merchant ſrom climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crcœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs ; 
And oft while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs, 
* Claps the horns, &c. | 


The lawyer fo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with brats, 

Tho? he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my gocd friend, are the 1s, 
'There you, &c. 


The ſcrmal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this chaſs; 

The ſick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 

But death proves the doctor an aſs, 

But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an als, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 


SONG 139. Sung in LETRE. 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 


Whom folly miſguides, and .infirmities vex; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is ts be blett ; 
Who rife without joy, and lie down without reſt ; 

Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 


Drink deep of the ſtream, and forgot all your care, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all yuur care. 


Old 


8 4, 3 
W — 


— 6 


% — = 
airing es >" 


Z 


= +. 
3 


+ 
- 
. 
, 1 
WP 
k A 
9 
* 


19 


» 
[ 
1 
7 
* 
'F 
4 
* 
7 : 


138-1 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd: 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go cheerful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 
Drink deep of the ftream, and forget all your care, 


—_ 
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Ss O NG: 140. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. Set by Mr. Arng. 


Sg Ek not at once in a female to find 

'The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind ; 
Let the fair one I love have but Prudence in view, 
That, tho? ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true: 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 
By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, 
Nor indebted to paint—nor indebted to paint, 
For white or for red—for white or for red. 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 
For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt ; 


May 
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May her humour the taſte of the company hit; 
Not afieQedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 
Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And I'll love her for ever—T'll love her for ever, 
I mean, if I can I mean, if I can, 


SONG 141. 
Sung by Mr. Bzarp at RANELACGE. 


HE breed came forth frae the barn, 
And ſhe was diting her cheeks ; 
How can I be married to-day, 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering too ? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en right muckle to do. 
Wood and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 
And was ſhe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw ? 


What 1s the matter ? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be fcant o' claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the fleas. 
The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles a woo z 
We's fee a laſs of our ain, 
And ſhe*]l ſpin blankets enow, 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
The deel ſtick aw this preed ! 

J had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed. 


My 
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My gown was linſy-winſey, 


And ne'er a fark at aw; 
And you ha' gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came in frae the plough : 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And yeſe get geer enough; 
The ftirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſten yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt : 
What wad ye ha?, you jade ? 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came home frae the kye; 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Had he known you as weel as I; 
For you're baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wife: 
Gin I ne'er ha' a better than you, 
I'ſe ne'er ha' ane in my life. 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c, 


Then up ſpake the breed's ſiſter, 
As ſhe ſat down by the fire : 
O gin I married to-neet, 
Tis aw that I'd deſire; 
But I, pure girl, muſt hve ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 
I did not care what came o'me, 
So I had but a gude man. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw: 
And was ſhe not very weel off, 


To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 
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SONG 142. La MriIILZ URI Migcrxr. 


ICK of the town, fair Delia flew 
To contemplation's rural ſeat : 

Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 

Fools only ſtudy to be great. 
The book, the lamp, che hermit's cell, 

The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor; 
All theſe ſhe had—*twas mighty well; 

But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy world again 
She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
1 Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: 
3 Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns her fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r; 
But yet ihe wanted ſomething ſtill. 


Cities and groves by turns were try'd: 
Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale. 
Delia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale : 
Echold, at once the gloom was clear'd; 
Damon was kind;-—and from that hour 
Each place a paradife appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 


S ON O 143. 


Love's ELEeY. Set by Mr. BarrIs HALL. 


AREMW EL, Ianthe, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain, 

VV ho with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 
And tan'd love's kindling flame; 
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Vet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 


To Corydon's rich heir, 
Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair. 


Adieu, my native ſoil; ye vales, 
High woods, and tufted hills: 
Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales, 
Clear ſtreams and cryſtal rills: 

Adieu; ye bring into my mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 

When Iphis found lIanthe kind, 
And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways. 


Ere dawn my homely ſteps PII bend, 


Where diſtant mountains rife, 

In hopes that reaſon there may ſend 
That aid ſhe here denies ; 

That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my breaſt, 


Which, while ſhe there maintains a place, 


Can never taſte of reit. 


— 


3 
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SON G 144. Sung by Mr. Bear. 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 


— 


That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 


glaſs; 


But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll on; 
And, if yon dou't like them, why—let them alone, 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'll declare: 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 

That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe, 


My 
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My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own : 
But, tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown: 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime; 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 
But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been cloy'd, 
And that beauty's inſipid when once 'tis enjoy'd ; 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment dety ; 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 
But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends : 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends, 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife: 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring; 


And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing, 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 

But wine from grim death can its votaries fave, 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the grave, 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 
She has left me, to get an eſtate, or a lord: 
But my bumper (regarding not title nor pelf) 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf. 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain ; 

She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 
Should you doubt what I fay, take a bumper and try. 


SONG 
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Sung at VAUXHALT. Set by Mr. WorGan, 


OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight; 


He's ever unhappy when I'm from his ſight; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go; 


The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo, 
The deuce ſure is in ham for plaguing me ſo. 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide; 

He pipes and he fings, tho?” I frown and I chide: 

I bid him depart; but he, ſmiling, ſays No; 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
The deuce, &c. 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve; 
I aſk him, what favour he hopes to receive? 
His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow : 


What mortal befide him would plague a maid fo ? 
What mortal, &c. 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake: 
Such trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow; 


I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me fe, 
I ſure, &c. 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 

And meets me each morn to conduct me again 

But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 


SONG 
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SON G 146. 
Sct by Dr. AXN E. The Words by Mr. PRIOR. 


S Chloe came into the room to'ther day, 

] peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you ſtay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour; 
You promis'd at two, but—look, child! *tis four; 
A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels; 
Tis enough that *tis loaded with baubles and ſeals: 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear. — 
Thus tar I went on with a reſolute air, 

Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree ; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 

On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made ! 
So ſaying, her botom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 

That fcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 

And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid. 


r 


. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D, in THE Map or THE MIL. 


HEN a maid, in way of marriage, 
Firſt 15 courted by a man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
*Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold, K 
ut 
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But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo 
"Tis a different ſtory quite, 


And ſhe quickly buckles to, 


* ai. 


SONG 148, Sung by Mrs. CI B BER, in Tur 
WixTER's'T'aLz. Set by Mr. MicHatL ARNE, 


OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 
mult ſhear ; 


In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free ;] 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe, 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led ; 
But we all the children of nature are bred : 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſs'd, 


For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaſt. 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 
Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open your door ; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
50 harmleſs and ſimple we ſport ch ho play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray, 


ut SONG 
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SON G 149. 
Sung by Mr. Low and Mrs. LAurz. 


OW the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betfy is my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul. 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 
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Now adieu to maiden arts, 

Angling for unguarded hearts ; 

Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 

Liſping wanton girls and boys; 

Girls as fair as lovely Bet, ' 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


'Tho' ripe ſheaves of yellow corn 
Now my plenteous barn adorn; 
Tho? I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs ; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet 


Are the charms of lovely Bet, , 
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Tho? on Sundays I was ſeen &# 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 

Tho? fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove 

To deſerve thy Betty's love, 

Them I quit without regret, 

All my joy's in Colinet. 8 


Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports our bridal day; 
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May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſy, fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul; 

May the ſun ne'er rife or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 
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SON G 150, Sung in the Maſk of ALFRED. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain ; 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo blelt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſſi great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt chou riſe, 


More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. 


As the, loud blaſt that tears the fkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


(GG Thee 
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Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; | 

All their attempts to bend thee down, | 

All their, &c. | 

Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, . 

And work their woe, and thy renown. ! 

Rule, Britannia, &c. | 7 

To thee belongs the rural reign, I 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, * 

Thy cities, &c. F N 

All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 15 

And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine, k A 

Rule, Britannia, &c. * 

The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 1 

Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, Y | 

Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, T. 

Ele >'d iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties 

crown'd, O1 

And manly hearts to guard the fair. . 

Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, jb Tec 

For Britons never will be ſlaves. 3 Sh 
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SONG 151. The CounTry WEDDING. | No 

Sung at Rax ELAC H. Set by Mr. Howakv. — 

ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 


ſwain 

To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs crofling the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the mouth it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way ? 
1 hen ſtraight to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
With a ſmile 1n her look, and a leer in her eye, 

I came from the village, and homeward I go; 

And now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you 
3 know? 
2 a N 1 hope, 
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1 hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; 
I would ſee you fafe home (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve. 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, 1s civil, 1 own, 
But I ſee no great danger in going alone; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free 
For one as another, ſor you as for me. 

** 
No danger in going alone, it is true, 
But yet a companion is pleaſanter too; 
And if you would like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part, 
Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
Pve often heard ſay, there's no minding you men; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, *tis true; 
Then leave a young maiden the firſt thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd ; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride ; 
To morrow the parſon (well ſaid, little ſwain) 


Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain ; 


Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not faid ; 
The very next morn to be {ure they were wed : 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 
Now when ſhall we ſec ſuch a wedding in town. 


mm 
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SONO 152, 
Sung by Miſs STEvensoN, at VAUXHaLrt, 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 

8 young ſhepherd that pipes on the 
plain; 

I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare 'twas amiſs, 

AndPd often ſay No, when I long'd to ſay Yee. 


* 
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Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame: 

Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou more fair than their 
fleece ; 

T could hardly ſay No, tho' aſham'd to ſay Yes. 

I could hardly, &c, 


Soon after, one morning, we ſat in the grove ; 

He preſs'd my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd his 
love; 

Then tenderly aſk'd, if I'd grant him a kiſs ? 

I deſign'd to have ſaid No, but miſtook, and ſaid Ves. 

J deſign'd, &c. 


At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his breaſt; 
Ye gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt; 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs: 
To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to ſay Yes, 

To prevent, &c, 


I ne*er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life 

I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife: 

Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
You muſt all die old maids, if you will not ſay Ves; 
You muſt all die old maids, if you will not ſay Yes. 
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SON G 153. The Nox-PAREILLE. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HE nymph that I lov'd was as cheerful as ys 
And as {weet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May; 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove; 


And her face was as fair as the mother of love: = 
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Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 

And receives gentle odours from flow'ry beds ; 

Yet warm in aflection as Phebus at noon, 

And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſnow, 

And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow; 

As clear as the ſtreams, and as deep as the flood; 
She, tho” witty, was wiſe, and, tho” beautiful, good; 
The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 
She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flower, 
Which treaſur'd for me, Oh! how happy was I; 

For tho' her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy! 
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SONG 154 Sung in EIIZz A, 


an ENGLISU ORA. 


V ITH iwords on their thighs the bold yeomea 
are ſeen, 

For their country they arm, their religion, and queen, 

How glorious their ardour to lay down their lives 

In defence of their freedom, their children and wives ! 


Ye tyrants, ye know not what liberty yields, 


How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects all our 
fields, 


As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 
She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of our ſong, 


To liberty raiſe the high cheerful train, 

F1ll the goblets around to the lords of the main, 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 

Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 
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8 ON G 155. Sung by Mrs. PIN To, in 
the BERGGARS OPERA. 


IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 


But when once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring ; 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent, as yet ſweet ; 

There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring ; 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet, 
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SON G 156. The Cox TEN TED MIILER. 


Sung by Mr. HupsoN, at RANELAGH. 


MN a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
With a mill, and ſome mcadows—(a freehold 
eſtate) | 

A weli-meaning miller by labour ſupplies 
'Thote blefings that nature to grand ones denies 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content: 
Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, 
For he's honeſt tho daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


/ ; 
Ere the larks early carrol ſalutes the new day, 
He ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May; 
He cheerfully whiſtles, regardlefs of cave 

Cr ſings the laſt ballad he bought at theWir : 
Vile conrtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 

No fraud nor ambition his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. 


On 
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„ 
On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food ; 
And, tho? ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good: 


At night, when the prielt and exciſeman are gone, 


4 He quaffs at the ale-houſe with Roger and John; 
| Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill. 
= SONG 157. Sung by Mrs. Scorr, at RaneLaGa. 


Set to Muſic by Mr. Baca, 


s. 
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Y my fighs you may diſcover 2455 

What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 1 

Eyes can ſpeak, and tell the lover 1 
What the tongue muſt not impart. * 


| | Bluſning ſhame forbids revealing 
5 Thoughts your breait may diſapprove z 
id | But *tis hard, and paſt concealing, 
: When we truly, fondly love. 


SONG 158. Taroven THE WOOD LADDIE. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, at VAUXHALL. 
Set by Mr. MicHAEL ARNE. 


, SANDY, Why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn; 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return, 
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Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mire ear, 
When through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell 

I'm faſh'd wr their ſcorning 

Baith ev*ning and morning; 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When through the wood, laddie, I wander my ſel. 


Then ftay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 

Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 

When through the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
and play. 
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SONG 159. Tus Cnoice Spirit's LOTTERY, 
8 By HARRY HOWARD. 


E national ſchemers, a while give me leave, 

A ſcheme I'll advance that ſhall no one deceive; 
No humbug I mean, ſet on foot bythe great, 
'Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of ſtate. 


No your tickets divide into ſhares, 

To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 

The wheel is good humour, the prize 15—good wine, 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt accrue 
'To a people who alvays give Bacchus his due. 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 
The cauſe I'll relate you, fo juſtly admir'd. 
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"Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave fill'd with claret deſpiſes his chain; 
*Tis wine gives us wit, and ennobles our ſenſe, 
And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence, 


The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arms, 

The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms z 

The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the vine, 


Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown z 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree 

To take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 
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Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 

To be happy for once —ſteal a crown from himſelf; 

Ve ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 

The whole courſe is a blank here you're ſure of 2 
Prize. | 8 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whoever may pleaſe, 

Leave your ſighing and care, here you'll quick 
eaſe ; 

Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 

This evening we draw, fir, at Comus's-hall. 


— — _ Y 
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SON G 160. The Cox vERr. 
Written by HARRY HOWARD. 
Tune, VE PrIGs THAT ARE TROUBL'D, 


HILE Whitf— d and W-—tly with cant and 
parade, | 
Th' enjoyments of life and its pleaſures degrade, 
And draw from pure nature, rien-gudgeons by thoals, 
By that orthodox humbug—the ſaving of ſouls : 
G5; Permit 
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Permit me a wonder more ſtrange to declare, 
Of a youth, who but lately fell out of the ſnare: 
From whoſe early workings and manner ſo quaint, 


The faithful, with pleaſure, had mark d for a ſaint. 


"Twas paſt ten o'clock by that watchman old Time, 

When (as Satan would have it, who prompted the 
crime) 

A tavern being open, young Pious went in 

To preach to the wicked and rail againſt fin : 

Some jolly choice ſpirits, whoſe only * 

Was to heighten their mirth by the help of good wine, 

His fancy ſo tickled and touch'd to the quick, 

That it cur'd his ſore conſcience of hl and Old Nick. 


From ſinging of hymns, he now alter'd his note, 
And a catch of good humour he ſoon got by rote: 
From ſighing and groaning, young Pious, thus won, 
- Finds relief in the glaſs with good humour aud fun: 
No more of your cant, the new convert now cries, 
Conviction and reaſon have open'd my eyes : 


2 =» - 8 Enjoy what you can, boys, ſince die we all muſt, 
The preſent we're ſure of the future I'll truſt. 


SONG 161. 


The ApmoxiTion. By HARRY HOWARD. 


Tune, Su R A LASS IN HER BLOOM, 


O you that are lovers theſe lines J addreſs, 
Attend to my ſong, wou'd you woo with ſuc- 
ceſs, 

Nor you, ye bright females, my boldneſs deſpiſe, 
Sance all muſt be bold to approach your brigh: eyes. 


Fir 


e 
. 


— 
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1 Firſt mark well her humour, if ſerious or gay, 
7 If ſhe's moſtly inclin'd to her dreſs or to play; 
7 Indulge her in each, for from this you will find, 


She'll approve your addreſſes, and ſooner be kind. 
If fond of her beauty, her paſſion 1s praife, 


By ſome gentle ſonnet your merit you'll raiſe ; 
There ſing of her lips, her bright eyes, and her hair, 
And tell her not Venus with her can compare, 


n—_ 8 & 4 * 


Shou'd ſome rival toaſt her dread en vy provoke, 

Rail with her—then laugh in your ſleeve at the joke 

If ſhe's partial, to pleaſe her and flatter her pride, 

(Tho? nu your own conſcience)—be {till on her 
ſide. 


Theſe rules, if obſerv'd, will your paſſion befriend, 
For all female ſenſe is but pride in the end; 
And this is the text, what they like or deſpiſe, 
The ſame you muſt cenſure, the ſame ſeem to priac 
- "x I 


a 
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HEN firſt I faw my fair in bed, 
Her cheek with crimſon bluſhes ſpread, 
| The bluſhes of a maid ; 
How throbb'd with joy my am'rous breaſt, 
While Delia in my arms I preſt, 

Half yielding, half afraid, 


3 2 — 


At length my fair, at length Tery'd, 
No longer cruelly deny'd, 

The mighty joy we prove; 
In ſearch of unexperienc'd bliſs, 
Increas'd by ev'ry burning kiſs, 

I now attend my love. 


— 
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Then preſſing fill with eager haſte, 
The lovely ceſtus of her waiſt 
Was once for all unhound : 
Tranſported with the mighty joy, 


Alas ! ſhe cries, my glorious boy, 
What bliſs in love is found ! 


Thus lock'd within each other's arms, 
I rifled' all my Delia's charms, 

Her charms are all divine; 
Around the ſtill ſupporting tree, 


Thus faſten'd with eternal glee, 


Inclines the am'rous vine. 


S EE INT _—_— —_— = * 
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SONG 163. The Choice SrIRIITSõ. 


Tune, STAND ROUND, MY BRAVE BOYS. 


IT round, my brave boys, and aſſiſt my bad voice, 
As loud to the world I declare, 

While a bumper can flow, that we'll ne'er ceaſe to 

ſhew 


How joyous the Choice Spirits are, &c. 


The ſoldier muſt arm at the trampet's alarm, 
For battle he's bid to prepare; 

He our foes puts to rout, we the bottle put about, 
To ſhew what the Choice Spirits are, &c. 


The bucks the town yields, and the bucks of the fields, 


Who are chacing the harlot or hare, 


No more riſques would purſue, but the bottle keep in 


view, 
Dad they hunt where the Choice Spirits are, 
& c. | 


The 


19 
The prude that pretends, that a man's touch offends, 
And to die an old maid will declare; 
Did ſhe take a glaſs of this, ſhe would ne'er take 
amiſs, 
To try what the Choice Spirits are, &c, 


Ye love-fick poetic, ye poets dramatic, 
Ye buſkins who tragedy tear ; 
Leave the paper-waſting art, quit each rant, and eack 
ſtart, 
And as Choice Spirits act if you dare, &c. 


From the tutor got free, alamode a Paris, 
See the fop with his puff powder'd hair ; 
He'd his looking-glaſs forſake, if to drinking he'd 
take, | 
And come where the Choice Spirits are, &C. 


By no party perplex'd, wit and wine is our text, 
Love and friendſhip then form up the ſquare; 

Neither int'reſt old or new, neither Gipſey or Jew, 
Comes under a Choice Spirit's care, &c. 


No more Þ'll rehearſe, but Þll here end my verſe, 
Tho? it is on a ſubject ſo rare; 

With a bumper before us, we'll fing in full chorus, 
The Choiceſt of Spirits we are, &c. &c. 


S ON G 164. 
Tune, Sing Tantararara Maſks all. 


E well choſe Choice Spirits who blazon this 
throng, 
Offended be not at this joke of a ſong ; 
No party, profeſſion, nor ſex I provoke, 
No ſatire I fing, for I ſing but in joke. 
Sing tantarara joke all, 
Let 
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Let Stoics pretend to ſet jeſts at defiance, 
Let ſchoolmen pedantical preach up for ſcience, 
Let ſelf-thinking wiſe ones a ſapience call, 
What's all that they know? why a joke's worth it all. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


That life's like a ſong, preach the ſages of old; 

Poets make it a tale, by a poor ideot told ; 

Gay calls it a jeſt, but *tis proper each man 

Of this ſong, tale, or joke, to make all that he can. 
Sing tantarara, &C. 


The lady obſerve, when the lover grows preſling, 
How faint ſhe forbids his attempts at poſſeſſing ! 
With a frown, by love ſoften'd, ſhe cries 'tis pro- 
voking, 
O dear fir, be quiet; yet ſhe 1s but joking. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


When the tithe-taking prieſt would a biſhopric chooſe, 
The firſt time *tis offer'd, in jeſt he*ll refuſe ; 


He gravely cries, no; but tho” gravely he ſpoke, 
When you ſee him a biſhop, you ſee *twas a joke. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


When the bait of electors, in Engliſh a bribe, 
Is offer'd, or thruſt on the vote-ſelling tribe, 
They cry, O dear God! Why, my lord! nay, I've 
ſwore |! 
Yet they pocket the pelf, and are mad *twas no more, 
| Sing tantarara, &c. 


Tho' the wife may admit in her dull huſband's room 
The white ſtocking foorman, or ſtable-bred groom, 
She don't think that her vow at the altar is broke, 
For ſhe meant by her marriage no more than a joke. 
Sing tantarara, &c, 


We 
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We are all made a joke of, by one or another, 
This drolls on his father, and that on his brother. 
By ev'ry day's practice, our wits have confeſs'd, 
That they ſooner would forfeit their friend than their 
jeſt. 
Sing tantarara, &C. 


The joke thus goes on from our cradle to coffin, 
The time fill'd between is fit only for laughing, 
The laſt joke I mention, I'm ſure you'll atteſt; 
For you all muſt allow that my finging's a jeſt. 
Sing tantarara, &C, 


SONG 165. 


HIS world is a ſtage 
On which mankind engage, 

And each acts his part in a throng : 

But all in confuſion, 

Mere folly, deluſion, 
And, faith, nothing elſe but a ſong ; 

A ſong, a ſong, 

And, faith, nothing elſe but a ſong. 


The parſon ſo grave, 
Says your ſoul , will fave, 
And point the right way from the wrong, 
After piouſly teaching, 
And long-winded preaching, 1 
And puts off his flock with a ſong, &c, 


The doctor he fills 
You with bolus and pills, 
With aſſurance to make you live long; 
2 But 


66 
But believe me 'tis true, 
The guinea's in view, 


And the reſt it is all but a ſong, &c. 


The ſurgeon ſo bold 
His lancet doth hold, 
And flaſhes your body along; 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To ſwell up your charges, 
His art like the reſt is a as &C» 


The ſoldier he rattles 
Of ſieges and battles, 
And actions that he's been among; 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both hike his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong, &c. 


The maſter he cries, 
See the clouds how they riſe, 
Up aloft, my briſk lads, it blows ſtrong ; 
Boy, make us ſome flip, 
And Lil warrant the ſhip 


Will ſoon reach her port, is his ſong, &c. 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
'The lawyer he ſcribbles, 
And moves his mellifluous tongue; 
Twixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, | 
Then fink your eſtate to a ſong, &c. 


The merchant is bent 
On his twenty per cent, 
To him journal and ledger belong; 
Commiſſion with charges, 
His profit enlarges, 
Till his balance may end in a ſong, &c. 


With 
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With powder and lace, 
And effeminate face, 
The gay fop behold ſtrutting along; 
Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 
At nothing he levels, 
But juſt a dance and a ſong, &c. 


The gentle coquet, 
She's all in a fret, 
In the morn if her toilet be wrong; 
The whole day ſhe will paſs 
To conſult her dear glaſs, 
And at night die away with a ſong, &c. 


The ſurly old prude 
She will ſay you are rude, 
For the bliſs tho? ſhe ſecretly long; 
But take her aſide, 
You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a ſong, &. 


The courtier he ſmiles 
At the time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long: 
He ſqueezes your hand, | 2 
And calls you his friend, 
Tho' he means nothing more than a ſong, &Cc, 


Then let us be jolly, 
Drive hence melancholy, 
Since we arc brave fellows among 
Taſte life as it paſſes, 
And fill up our glaſſes, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 
A ſong, a ſong, : 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, &c. 
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SON G 166. A favourite Song, ſung by 


Mrs. PiN TO at RANELAGH. 


HF. gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the ſun, 
With heav'n-born tints of Iris's bow ; 
While low the vi let ſprings beſide, 
As in the ſhade it firives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe, 


Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 
That from the tulip can ariſe, 
When parted from its glowing bed: 
While hid the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe in its native ſkies, 
When cropt to grace the virgin head. 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in nature's various robe : 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, 
Your virgin dignity 0'er-pow'rs 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe, 
But ſweet compliance make ye wives, 


— 


SON G 167. 


T Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, 

A And it may be they dwell there ſtill, 
Much riches indeed didn't fall to their ſhare, 

They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 
But fully content with what they did get, 

They knew not of guile or of arts; 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. = 

ut- 
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Nut-brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, 
Her eyes were as black as a ſloe; 

Her teeth were milk-white, full ſmart was her gait, 
And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: 

All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd, 

A child, wet and cold, came and knock'd at the door; 
Its mam it had loſt, and it cry'd, 


Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
'T he babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt; 

She chaf*d him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt: 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize? 
Why love, the ſly maſter of arts; 

No ſooner he wak'd, but he dropp'd his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts, 


Quoth he, I am Love; but, oh, be not afraid, 
Tho' all I make ſhake at my will, 

So good, and ſo kind have you been, my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my {kill : 

My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me till ; 

Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown-hill. 


SONG 168, 
W trees did bud, and fields were green, 


And flowers were fair to ſee, 
And Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 


Blithe 
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Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free: 

Gang down the burn, my gentle love, 
And ſoon I'll follo thee. 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn fide; 

And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride: 

Her cheeks were roſy red, and white, 
Her een were azure blue, 

Her 1 oks were like Aurora bright, 


Her lips like dropping dew, 


What paſs d. I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And nothing, ſure, unmeet; 

For ganging home I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a walk fo ſweet : 

His cheek to her s he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, ſweet love, be true, 

And when a wife, as now a maid, 


To death P11 follow you. 


— nt — 
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4 HE WICKS wits, as fancy hits, all, ſatirize the 
air, 

In proſe and rhime, and ſtrains ſublime, their foibles 
they declare ; 

The kind are bold, thechaſte are cold, theſe prudiſh, 
thoſe too free, 

Ye curious men, some tell us then, what muſt a 
woman be ? 


But 
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But hard's the taſk, and vain to aſk, where optics are 
untrue, 

The muſ- ſhall here, th' indicted clear, and prove 
the crime on you: 

The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd on whom his 
wiſh was plac'd ; 

The fool deny'd, affects the pride, and rails (to be 
in taite). 


But not like thoſe the men of bliſs their ſure criterion 
fix, 


Now wiſdom cries, my ſon ariſe, and vindicate the 


ſex ; 
*Tis theirs to prove the ſweets of love, which others 
never ſhare, 


An evidence, that none have ſenſe, but who adore 
the fair, 


Ye lovely race, with ev'ry grace celeſtially impreſs'd, 
Tis your's to quell the cares that dwell within the 
human breaſt : 


At beauty's voice our ſouls rejoice, and rapture wakes 
to mirth; 


For Jove deſign'd th* enchanting kind to form an 
hcaven on earth, 


With ev'ry art to win the heart, ye dear inſpirers 
try, 

Each native charm with paſſion warm, and let love's 
light aing fly; | 

And hence, ye grave, your counſel ſave, which youth 
but ſets at nought, 


For women {ill will have their will; and ſo I think 
they ought, 
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The little birds that fly, 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 
Were ſcarce as bleſt as I : 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 
Ot mine increas'd the ſtream; 
Or aſk the paſling gales, if e'er 
I lent a ſigh to them. 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught, 

'The tender chains of ſoft defire 
Are fix'd upon my thought: 

An eager hope within my breaſt 
Does every doubt controul, 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſs'd 
The fav'rite of my foul, 


Ve nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ve ſwains that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love : 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 
And make a young unpractis'd heart 
To be for ever mine. 


The very thought of change 1 hate, 
As much as of deſpair, an 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her; 

Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs ; 

Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
1 cannot wiſh it leſs. 


— * 


Y days have been ſo wond'rous free, 


But 
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But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
Or ſlights my well-meant love, 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 

A pain ſhe won't remove, 
Farewel, ye birds and lonely pines, 
Adieu to tears and ſighs, 

I'll leave my paſſion to the winds ; * 

Love unreturn'd ſoon dies. 


—_— . 
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LAB not what you ought to ſmother, 
Honour's laws ſhould ſacred be, 
Boaſting favours from another 
Ne'er will favour gain with me. 


But, inſpir'd with indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, 
Ere I truſt my reputation 
With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal ; 

He whom beauty crowns with pleaſure, 
Cautious would his joy conceal. 


Him with whom my heart Ill venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure ſave; 
One where truth and prudence center, 

And as fecr<t as the grave. 


—_—_— — 
_— — — — 
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Nyr1PH there lives, whom many a ſwain 
Has ſigh'd for oft, but ſigh'd in vain, 
And borne the inſults and diſdain 

Of proud but handſome Molly. 


Around 
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Atoundeher throng'd the wits and beaus, 

With cringes, compliments, and bows, 

And dreſs, and oaths, and lies, and vows, 
All ſtrove for lovely Molly. 


The charms that deck'd this fav'rite maid 

In verſe and proſe were ſung and ſaid : 

(For wits will write, and beaus may read) 
O happy, happy Molly! 

But ſee triumphant beauty's pride ! 

In vain was wit and nonſenſe try'd, 

Beaus, fops, nay flatterers, were deny'd 
By haughty, haughty Molly. 


So long coquetted the vain fair, 

Time, that e'en beauty ſcorns to ſpare, 

Stole &er the eyes, the cheeks, the hair 
Of ſilly, heedleſs Molly. 

Paint, powder, patches are apply'd— 

No arts the fad diſgrace can hide: 

The fops forſake, the wits deride 
Their once-lov'd charming Molly. 


Unheeded now at ball or play, 
She hates the pretty, blames the gay— 
Ah! who one tender thing will {ay 
To poor deſerted Molly ? 
Yet ſtill ſhe ling'ring haunts the ſcene, 
Where once ſhe ated beauty's queen, 
And ev'ry ſimple heart had been 
The ſlave of tyrant Molly. 


At length, with fruitleſs hope worn out, 
She quits the giddy, youthful rout, 
And turns ſo monſtrouſly devout, 

No ſaint was e'er like Molly. 
Yet, while this ſolemn garb ſhe wears, 
Each world by turns employs her cares, 


And ſlander, ſermons, cards, and pray'rs, 


Divide ſtill wretched Molly. 
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O diſcretion, thou'rt a jewel, 
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SONG 173. 
Win ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, 


In what ſecret grove or cave ? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave: 
Tho? with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Cupid ſhoots like Hayman's archer, 
Whereſoe'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us not, 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot; 
Now their purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer; 
Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader, 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


Or our grand mamma's miſtake ; 
Stinting flame by bating fue], 
Always careful and awake: 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the hcence, weigh the banns ; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your kn<ts and fans. 


—— 
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O* CE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 


But burns for thee, my Peggy. 
H | You, 


90-1] 
You, greater bards, your lyre ſhould hit 
For ſay what ſubje& is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, 
'That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day >s vie 

As does my lovely Peggy. 


And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as undreſt 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 


With her a cottage would delight ; 

Alll's happy when ſhe's in my ſight; 

But when ſhe's gone, 'tis endiefs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, 
Or ſtately iwans the water love, 


So long ſhall I love Peggy. 
And 
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And when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy ! 


—— * 
— — 
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ATURE gave all creatures arms, 
Faithful guards from hoſtile arms ; 

Jaws the lion brood defend, 

Horrid jaws that wide diſtend ; 

Horns the bull, reſiſtleſs force; 

Solid hoofs the vig*rous horſe 

Nimble feet the fearful hare ; 

Wangs to fly the birds of air. 


To the fox did wiles ordain, 

The craftieſt of the filvan train; 

Tuſks ſhe gave the grunting ſwine, 

Quills the fretful porcupine; 

Fins to ſwim, the wat'ry kind ; 

Man the virtues of the mind ; 

Nature, laviſhing her ſtore, 

What for woman had ſhe more ? : 


Helpleſs woman ! to be fair : 

Beauty fell to woman's ſhare ; 

Beauty, het, er wants or fears, 
Swords, or A2, or ſhields, or ſpears ; 
Beauty ſtronger aid affords, 

Stronger far than ſhields or ſwords ; 
Stronger far than ſwords or ſhields; 


Man himſelf to beauty yields. 
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O nymph that trips the verdant plains 
With Sally can compare ; 

She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 

And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of Sol delight and cheer, 

While ſummer ſeaſons roll ; 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 

Gave pleaſure to the ſoul. | 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her preſence b:ds the god of day 
With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail their ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat 
To bid the maid rej ice, 

And mimicks (while he ſwells his note) 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanfing Zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flowret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom, 


The am'rous youths her charms proclai 
From morn to eve their tale; 

Her beauty and unſpotred fame 
Make vocal every vale; 

The ſtream meand'ring thro? the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 


I turn'd to Sally's praiſe. 
No 


. 
No more ſhall blithſomelaſs and ſwain ä Mp 
To mirthful wake reſort, 
Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport : 
No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor mulic wake the grove, 
Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When I forget to love, 
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Au marry*d, and happy; with wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age ; 

Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 

And who only looſe pleaſures engage : 
You may laugh; but, believe me, you're all in the 

wrong, 

When you merrily marriage deride ; | 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The joys which from lawleſs conneCtions ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never ſincere ; 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 

Interrupted by doubts and by fear : 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure, 


The love which ye boaſt of deſerves not that name, 
True love is with ſentiment join'd 

But your's is a paſſion, a fev'riſh flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
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When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 


Ye are led, and milled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſnort—“ From a wife, 
« Who for cheerfulneſs, ſenſe, and good- nature I 
© choſe, 
© Which are beauties that charm us for life:“ 
To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe, 
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E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will, 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 


Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 5 


Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 

An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart ? 


Great is your pow'r; bur, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage; 

If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 
For who's to beauty blind ? 

But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind ? 
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Attend the counſel often told, 
Too oſten told in vain; 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 
Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 
Tho' beauty may the charm begin, 
J'is ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


SONG 179. 
HY heaves my fond boſſom? ah ! what can it 
mean ? | 


Why flutters my heart that was once fo ſerene? -  - 

Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is 
near; 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand fort charms that embelliſh thy face: 

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 

With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
mind, | 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd with pride, 

There native good-humour and virtue reſide ; 

Pray heaven A virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 

With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die, 
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N laſs of Peaty's Mill, 

So bonny, blithe, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſcill, 

Hath ſtole my heart away. 
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When tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed, on the green, . | 
Love *midft her locks did play, | N O 


And wanton'd in her een. 


= 1hey 
Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth z ff An 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn; 4 Fair! 
To age it would give youth, ? An 
To preſs em with his hand, = But 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran : Th 
An ecſtacy of bliſs, | 
When I ſuch fweetneſs fand, N Now 
Wrapt in a balmy kits, Sh 
k Whe 
Without the help of art, | 1. 
Like flowers Which grace the wild, Whi 
She did her ſweets impart H 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: | Witt 
Her locks they were ſo mild, H 
Free from affected pride, f 
She me to love beguil'd; | And 
I wiſh'd her for my bride, II 
She 
Oh! had I all that wealth 8 | 
Hopetoun's high mountains fill, lit 
Inſur'd long life and wealth, g 8 
And pleaſures at my will; N An 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, & 
That none but bonny ſhe, 


The laſs of Peaty's Mill, | 
Should ſhare the ſame wi'me, 


l 
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BE Ss Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes; 
They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-bray, 
And tluck'd it over wr raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter ; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint tap ; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phoebus ftarts frae Thetis“' lap, 
The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet's fu genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command, 
Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty, 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like di'monds glances ; 
She a' ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blithe as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill ; 
© jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; | 
Our fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are ſic bonny laſſes; 
Wae's me; for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Then 1'1] draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 
4 H 5 
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SONG 182. 


RECITATIVE. 


O Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 
The charms of heav'nly liberty, 


A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 


With ardour panted to be free : 


His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain ; 
Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain ; 


AIR. 


Whilſt to the diſtant vale wing, 
Nor wait the Cow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell; 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught ſweet liberty. 


Snon as the welcome ſpring ſhall cheer, 


With genial warmth, the drooping year, 


I'll tell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes 1mprov'd my lay, 
And, in my priſon, learn'd from thee 
To warble forth ſweet liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care; 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare: 
Slight are my ſorrows, flight my ills, 

To thoſe which he, poor captive! feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his liberty. 
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5 or ROUGH all the employments of life 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother; 

Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife; 
All profeſſions be-rogue one another: 

The prieft calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 

And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


SONG 184. 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 
ves 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love, 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
Pow'r and grandeur infipid, and riches a pain: 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 


Love and wine give, ye gods! or take back what ye 
gave, | 


SONG 185. 


OW gentle was my Damon's air! 
H Like ſunny beams his golden hair: 
His voice was like the nightingale's ; 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign |! 

And yet that cruel taſk is mine, 
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On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear, conſcious ſcenes of former love 

I mourn, and Damon 1s my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain z 
But Damon, there, I ſeek in vain. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled ; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more z 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head ; 
All nature does my loſs deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain; 
Yet Damon till I ſeek in vain. 
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ARK! 'tis I, your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind look, at leaft, diſcover ; 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on ; 
Ah, you little cunning vixen ! 
I can ſee your roguiſh ſmiles. 


Addflids! my mind is fo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt : 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here, an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it; 
There's, at once, an end of arguing : 
Jam her's, ſhe is mine: 


Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 
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RECITATI Vꝝ. 


HE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud ſings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 


AIX. 


Away, to the copſe lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds : 
Pl warrant he ſhews us ſome play: 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro” the grounds, 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke *em, my 
bloods : 
"Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find; 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 
O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; | 
Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 
And now he ſcarce creeps thro” the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his lite can his cunning prolong. 


From 


10 


From our ſtaunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that 


he fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; 


The farmers with pleaſure behold bim lie dead, 


And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


SONG 188. 


SUMMER, 
HEN daiſies py'd, and violets blue, 

And cukoo-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks, all filver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married man; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are plowmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks ; 
The cuckoo, then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks married man; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! O word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear. 


WINTER. 
When 1ficles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail: 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then mighty ſings the ſtaring owl; 


Tu-whit-tu-whoo, tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merry, merry 


note, 


While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 
2 
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When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marian's noſe looks red and raw : 
Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nightly ſings the ſtaring owl, 
Tu-whit-tu-whoo, a merry, merry note, 
While greafy Joan deth keel the pot. 


S ON G 189. 


ITH early horn falute the morn 
That gilds this charming place; 
With cheerful cries bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 

The vocal hills around, 

The waving woods, 

The chryſtal ftoods, 
All, all return th' enliv'ning ſound. 


SON G 190. 


WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day; 

The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 

And carol aloud to be led to the chace, 


Then hark, in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, | 

While the ſeafon invites, with all its delights, 
The health- giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the ſight when Aurora firſt dawns, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns; 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 


Their mattins they chant as they merrily queſt, 
Then hark, &c, 


But 
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But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ftart juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of hounds, 
Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Borne by their hold courſers no dangers they fear, 


And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, &c. 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down; 

Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, * 

Ovrs ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, &c. 


S O N G 191. 


OME, rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hunters all 
cry, 
We've got a good ſcent and a fav'ring {ky ; 
The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull ſportſmen for ſleeping ſo long. 


Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chace; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the kelds bluſh with the bearns of his ray. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down, 

And, if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown : 

But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place; 

For, as ee as her charms, there are charms in the 
chace. 
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Look yonder, look yonder, od Reynard I ſpy; 

At his bruſh nimbly follows briſk Chanter and Fly; 
They ſeize on their prey; ſee his eye-balls, they roll: 
We're in at the death—now let's home to the bow], 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 

To George, peace and glory may heaven diſpenſe, 
And foxhunters fouriſh a thouſand years hence. 
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O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of 
the horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline ? 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join ; 


Thro? the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies ; 

While hounds, in full cry, thro? hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies, 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields 
Both willing and joyous repair 

No paſtime in lite greater happineſs yield s 
Than chafing the fox and the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting 1s found, 

For when it 1s o'er, as briſk as before, 

Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 
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HEN I drain the roſy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my ſoul; 
. To the Nine I raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair, and ever young : 
When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counſel then farewel ;, 
Let the winds, that murmur, ſweep” 
All my forrows to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 
Leads me io delightful bow'rs, 
Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs : 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine, 
Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I drink the bowl profound, 
'Richeſt 21 flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain ; 
When from goblets deep and wide 
T exhauſt the gen'rous tide, 
All my foul unbends—T play, 
Gameſome, with the young and gay. 
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SONG 194. Sung by Mr. PERETTI, in the 
Engliſh Opera of ARTAXERXES. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


N infancy our hopes and fears 

Were to each other known ; 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 

Has twin'd our hearts in one: 


O! clear him then from this offence 
Thy love, thy duty, prove; 
Reſtore him with that innocence 


Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 
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Sung in Tuomas and SaLLY., Sct by Dr. Ax NE. 


HEN I was a young one, what girl was like 
me? | 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee ; 
tat led, I rambl-d, I laugh'd, and where-e'es 
A fiddle was heard—to be ſure I was there, 


To all that carne near I had ſomething to ſay ; 

*T was this, ur— ade that, ſir but ſcarce ever nay: 
And, Sundays, dre.is'd out in my filks and my lacs, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 
Well, reſt him—we all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was fo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws,. | 
And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe. : 
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He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me; but let me alecne ; 
Egad! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own : 
Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untow'rd, 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word. 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe; 

I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago : 

This Time's a fore foe; there's no ſnunning his dart; 
However, I keep up a pretty good hcart, 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fittinz mum- chance; 
Jſtill love a tune, tho' unable to dance; 

And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


— 2 — 


| S ON G 196. 


A HunTixnG Sox. Set by Mr. Bailnon, 


Sung at VAUXHALL, 


RECITATIVE. 


ARK, the horn calls away ; 

Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſk1es, 
Quit the bondage of floth, and ariſe, 


AIR. 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 

See the ſun- beams adorn 
T! e wild heath on the mountains ſo high, 
The wild, &c. 

Shrilly opęs the ſtaunch hound, 

The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 


And the floods and the vallies reply, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 
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Our fore-fathers ſo good 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood 
By encount'ring the hart and the boar, 
By encountring, &c. 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 
And taught, &c, 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, &c. 

Tho! in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 

Still let our's be the prey of the field, 
Still let our's, &c. 


With the chace full in ſight, 
Gods! how great the delight ! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
How our, &c. 
Where is care, where is fear? 
Like the winds, in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. | 


Ss -- 


Now to horſe, my brave boys : 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon, &c. 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


SONG 
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S ON G 197. Sung by Miſs STEvensoON. 


Dawr of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 

Oh! ſend ſome cheering ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Cælia mourn'd, 


While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


She inks into his arms, 


Po. — — — — 


SON G 198. Sung by Mr. BEAR D. 


the mill, 
At the ſign of the Horſe, at the foot of the hill, 
Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the beau, 
Wichout all diſtinction promiſcuouſly go, 


Without all diſtinction promuſcuouſly go. 


This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 
With ſo pleaſing a ſhape, and ſo winning an air, 
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When, ſudden, Damon's well known face * 
Each rifing fear diſarms, * 
He eager ſprings to her embrace, 1 
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That once on the ever- green bank as I ſtood, 


I'd ſwore ſhe was Venus juſt ſprung from the flood; 
That once, &c. 


Bot, looking again, I perceiv'd my miſtake; 

For Venus, tho? fair, has the looks of a rake, 
While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 

The more beautiful looks of the laſs of the mill ; 
While nothing, &c. 


Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 
To enliven that maſs which he modell'd of clay: 
Had Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes 


Had ſav'd him the trouble of robbing the ſkies ; 
Had Polly, &c. 


Since firſt I beheld the dear laſs of the mill, 
1 can never be quiet; but do what I will, 

All day and all night I figh, and think ſtill 
I ſhall die if I have nor the laſs of the mill; 
All day and all night I figh, and think ſtill 
I hall die if I have not the laſs of the mill. 
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SON G 199. 


Written by W. WaiTEHEaD, Eſq; Poet Laureat, 
Sung by Mr. BEARD. 


E 8, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleaſing plague ftole on me: 
"Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel ; 


'Tis 
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Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates, 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates 
Have rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


*T1s not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe 1s only chat, 
Like any other woman : 
Her voice, her touch, might give th'alarm ; 
"Tis both perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


SS: 0 N-G -200. 


Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Love ix a VILLAGE. 


H! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſetta's fight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain, 
What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I nc'er muſt know? 
Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot fo low? 


SONG 


1 
SON G 201. Sung in Comvus, 


O ULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 

To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bow, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you : 
Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Laghtly o'er the moſly ground, 
Lightly o'er the moſly ground, 
Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſleep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe, 

The fair does all alone repoſe ; 
Allalone; yet in her arms 

Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till bleſt, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
The joys of love are joys alone, 

The joys of love are joys alone. 


— 


SONG 202. Set by Dr. Arne. In ELI ZA. 


IV Low ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
eir fair nymphs were ſo happy and pa 
That each night — —— ſafely to 5 * 
And they merrily ſung thro' the day: 
But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear ? 


Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 


I Muft 
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Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad ? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road ? 
Mauſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of her tide ? 
Muſt religion expire on the ground, 
And ſhall virtue fink down by her ſide? 


— „ 


SO NG: 203. 


Set by Mr. Wok AN. Sung at VauxsuaLL. 


\INCE wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins 
deſpis'd, 
To all batchelors, greeting, theſe lines are premis'd : 
I'm a maid that would marry—ah! could I but find 
(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 
(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind. 


Not the fair-weather'd fop, fond of faſhion and dreſs ; 

Not the ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chace; 

Nor the free-thinking rake whom no morals can bind; 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes, world without end; 
Nor the drone who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 
Nor the fool that's too fond, nor the churl that's un- 
kind ; | 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


Not the rich, with full bags, without breeding or 
merit; 
Nor the flaſh, that's all fury, without any ſpirit; 
Nor 
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1 
Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind; 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


But the youth whom good-ſenſe and good-nature in- 
Whom «v4 {0 muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould ad- 
In * love and truth are with honour con- 
This, * 1 no other's the man to my mind, 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 


— 
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SONG 204. Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, ut 
LovE INS A VILLAGE. 


H! how ſhallI, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 0 


Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 


That cruel word, farewel ! 
Farewel—but know, tho* thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


— — — — 
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SONG 205. Sung by Mrs. Pix ro, in 
Love IN A VILLAGE. 


OUNG I am, and fore afraid: 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid? 
Lead an innocent aitray ? 
Jempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we bcheve ; 
And ſhould you my truth deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart would break. 


I 2 SONG 
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SONG. 266. 


HOPE: A PasTorar, Set by Mr. Arxt. 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 

My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
I feldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow z 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


IT have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay 'twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray, 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 
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SON G 207. The Words by Mr. Gar, 


LL in the Downs our fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 

When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 

O! where ſhall I my truc-love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among your crew? 
William, who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 
The cord flides ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt, 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear : 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The Aithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee, 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


EA If 
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If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
Thy breath is Atric's ſpicy gale; 
Thy fkin is ivory fo White: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Vakes in my foul ſome charm of lovely Sue, 


Tho? battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
"Tho* cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leit precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


Ine boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The ſails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; | 
"They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: 

Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lily hand, 
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SONG 208, Set by Mr. MichAEL AR RE, and 
Sung by Miſs WRIOGHT, at RaxgELAaGH. 


OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 
Y And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 
Of beauty is blefſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev*uing, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
J chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 
And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 
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By a murmuring brook, on a green moſſy bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid : 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 

And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart: 

And from thence, how to win the dear maid was my 
care; 

For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I was 
rude, 

And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude 

Janſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there; 

But laid all the blame on her delicate air, 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hop'd ſhe would grant it to eaſe my fond pain, 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r; 

But fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air. 


A thouſand times ſince I've repeated my ſuit; 

But ſtill the tormentor attects to be mute: | 

Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the 
fair, 

How to win the dear laſs with the deticate air, 
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Sung by Miſs DAviks, at VAUxRHALL- 


209. 


Set by Mr. SauuEL HOWARD. 


E T the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the 
ſwain, 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affeQs to complain; 
For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown ; 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over- blown. 


heart, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart; 
Or, in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding current of rivers, will flow, 


Tho? filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs ; 
4. But when he accoſts you, in meadow or grove, 

* His tale 1s ſo tender, he cooes like the dove. 


— — 


SONG 210. A Baccnuanatian Soxc, from 
FawKEs's ANACREON, Set by Mr, YaTEs., 


ACCHUS, Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 
Still exhilarates my ſoul 

With the raptures of the bowl. 


Then with feather'd feet I bound, 
Dancing in a feſtive round; 
Then I feel in ſparkling wine 
Tranſports delicate, divine, 


Then 


But the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has pierc'd to the 
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Then the ſprightly muſic warms, 
Song delights, and beauty charms : 
Debonair, and light and gay, 

Thus I dance the hours away. 


—— 


SONG 211. Sung by Mr, Lowes, 
Set by Mr, WorGan, 


HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With ev*ry pleaſing ray, 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heat of day, 
When from an hazle's artleſs bow'r 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; 
He bleſs'd the ſcene, he bleſs'd the hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 


Let fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, 


Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove : 


But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 


I ſaw fair E'ſham's dale, 
And ev'ry bleſſing find its way 
To Nancy of the dale. 


Her ſhape was like the reed, ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtrait, and fair ; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were ! 

Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found; 

And ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpir'd. 
To fence her beauties round. 
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That nature in fo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet, 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! 
Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride; 
"But ſhe would ne'er incline : 
«« Prove to yourequals true,” ſhe cry'd, 
« As Iwill prove to mine. 


« Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 
«« Has won my right good-will; 

« To him I gave my plighted vow, 
„With him T'll climb the hill.” 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair; 

To her alone I give my youth, 
And vow my future care. 


S ON G 212. Sung by Mr. Bza&D, in the 


SHEPHERDS LOTTERY. 
det by Dr. Boyce. 


O dear Amaryl!is young Strephon had long 
Declar d his fix'd paſſion, and dy'd for in ſong ; 
He went, one May morning, to meet in the grove, 
Py ker own dear appointment, this goddeſs of love 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 


f.nd dcated on each can a lover do more ? 


He waited, and waited, then, changing his ſtrain, 

"{is fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain ! 

Ihe ſan was commanded to hide his dull light, 

Aud the whele courſe cf nature was alter'd down- 
T:lit 


Twas 
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"Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change—can a lover do more ? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there; 

No roſe- bud fo tempting, no lily ſo fair: 

He preſs'd her white hand next her lips he eſſay d; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid : 

Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amaryllis— as thought of no more. 


SONG 213. Taz Men WILL ROMANCE. 


HEN I enter'd my teens, and threw play- 
things aſide, | 

I concciv'd myſelt woman, and fit for a bride : 

By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to enhance, 

For the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond excell'd, 
Such a face, and ſuch treſſes, fare ne'er were beheld ! 
That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance ! 
Oh! the maids wall believe, and the men will romance, 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 

And iwore, to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 

On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance: 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance, 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he nc er faw fo much beauty before; 

Be ogled and ſigh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 

h! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


I 6 Then. 
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Then day after day I his company had: 
At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad: 


But tho' my papa would not give us a ſhilling, 
My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing ; 


But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, young men will romance. 


| 
3 So to church we both went, and at night had a dance, 
1 And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


i * 
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Mr. BaiLbox. 


OUNG Colin, fiſting near the mill, 
Saw Sally underneath the hill, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r cou'd feel, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r cou'd feel, 
T he mill was ſtopt, no miller there; 
She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear, 
She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear, 
But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel. 
But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel. 


Sung at VAUXHALL, 
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Thy cheeks, ſays he, like peaches bloom; 

Thy breath is like the ſpring's perfume ; 
On thy ſweet lips my love Þ'll ſeal, 
On thy ſweet, &c. 

Yon ftately ſwans, ſo white and ſleek, 

Are like to Sally's breaſt and neck, 
Are like, &c. 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 
But ſtill, &c. | 


Tho”, fair-one, beauty's tranſient pow'r 
Fades like the new-blown gaudy flow'r; 


Not ſo where virtue loves to dwell, 
Not ſo, &c, 
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For where ſweet modeſty appears, 
We never ſee the vale of years, 
We never, &c. 
She ſmil'd and ſtopp'd her ſpinning wheel, 


»4 


She ſmil'd, &c, 


The pomp of ſtate, the pride of wealth, 
Says ſhe, I icorn for peace and health, 
Where honeſt labour earns her meal, 
Where honeſt, &c. 
Who tells the flatt'rer's common tale, 
Can ne'er o'er my true heart prevail, 
Can ne'er, &c. 
And make me leave my ſpinning-Wheel, 
And make, &c. 


The ſwain who loves the virtuous mind, 
Alone can make young Sally kind; 
For him P11 toil, I'Il ſpin and reel, 
For him I'll toil, I'll ſpin and reel. 
It is the voice, ſays he, of love, 
Come haſten to yon church above, 
Come haften to yon church above. 
She bluſh'd and left her ſpinning-wheel, 
She bluſh'd and left her ſpinning-wheel. 


—— 
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SONG 215. The Marquis of Ga AN RV. 


HO” Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders and 
Pruſſia, 
Have heroes who claim truth's attention, 

In the roll of fair fame, as he took down each name, 
Some Britons I ſaid he ſhould mention: 
And ſince we have men, who are worthy his pen, 
Who for England act nobly as can be, 
When he ſaw me perfiſt, then he open'd his liſt, 

And in front Rood the marquis of Granby. 
Old 
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Old Time ſhook his ſcythe as he tott'ring Rood by, 1 


His iron teeth dreadfully grated; 1 N 
But the fad looking crone clear'd his brow from a 
frown, 4 _—_ 
When Fame had my errand related: 1 5 
From 


The cheexs of the churl with a ſmile ſeem'd to curl, 

And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can be, 4 
Says the a ſeer, friend, this point's pretty 

clear, | 2 

We all love the marquis of Granby, 


Let curs in the manger, let male-contents rave,, 


And talk how enfeebled our race is, L 
That our father's were manly, werevig'rous and brave, (2: 
And their hearts we might read in their faces. : 
What our anceſtors were, at preſent we are;  Wher 
[ can prove it as plainly as can be: 7 'To 
Let them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, | I fat, 
Behold but the marquis of Granby. . Bu 
* For v 
Had the cynic Diogenes liv'd to this day, | He 
He'd thrown down his lanthorn to view him; | 
He's eſteem'd by the good, and ador'd by the gay, He b 
And fon-hunters hark away to him; N An 
By his monarch ſent over to break the French cover, 4 But ſ 
With bold pack, as ſtaunch as ſtaunch can be, W. 
Of Britiſh tre- blues, t haunt the French Jews, O Si! 
Wen led by the marquis of Granby. RL 
Ss Ther 
Bigot Spain has vail wealth; ficxle France has rich Bu 
wines: | 1 kne 
The Italians ſhow marvellous banners; 5 * 
The Indians may boait of em'rald- field mines; Wen. 
But Lincoluſhire boaſts of its Manners : 5 1 
The di'monds when worn the wearer adorn, 1 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be! A 
But a flaſh from ſuch toys is momentary joys, 1 
For the jewel of is Granby, : it 
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Now the hazards of war for a ſeaſon ſubſide, 
His country commands not his duty: 


Blow winds, to his wiſhes ; be ſafety his guide 


To England, love, friendſhip, and beauty. 
From— what-d'ye-call-—Paderborn, may he happy 
return, 
Aye, quickly too, quickly as can be; 
What ſhall we ſay then? why there's Granby again, 
And again to the marquis of Granby, 


i 


SONG 216. By J. Dzxypen. 


ALM was the even, and clear was the ſky, 
And the new budding flowers did ſpring, 
When all alone went Amyntas and I 
To hear the ſweet nightingales ſing. 
I fat, and he laid him down by me, 
But ſcarcely his breath he could draw : 
For when, with fear, he began to draw near, 
He was daſh'd with a ha, ha, ha. 


He bluſh'd to himſelf, and lay ſtill a while, 
And his modeſty curb'd his deſire ; 

But ſtraight I o'ercame all his fear with a ſmile, 
Which added new flame to his fire. 

O Silvia, ſaid he, you are cruel, 
To keep your poor lover in awe; 


Then once more he preſt his hand to my breaſt, 
But was daſh'd with a ha, ha, ha. 


] knew 'twas his paſſion that caus'd all his fear, | 
And therefore I pity'd his caſe ; 
I whiſper'd him ſoftly, there's nobody near, 
And laid my cheek cloſe to his face, 
But as he grew bolder and bolder, 
A ſhepherd came by us and ſaw; 
But juſt as our bliſs we began with a kiſs, 
He laugh'd out with a ha, ha, ha, 


SONG 


1 


* 


— r I 
„ 


"$48 * 
. 
* 
+ 
* 
= 
) { 
, 


E ww. 


— ——T—00 Ee I 


Ar 5 — 


Y. * 4 "TY . 


"<< — KA — — 2 22 _ — 
= "4 2 ! _ x 4 4 " ah = — — a 
rn — KAN x , 

© 


„ 
„ 


F 208 J 


8 O0 NG 217. 


EH OLD, from many an hoſtile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Your faithful Tom's return'd again 
Returns, and with him brings a heart 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and troubles paſt, 
How ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 
And deck our ſweetkearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


GO. N. 218. 


7 IS maſonry unites mankind, 
To generous actions ſorms the ſoul ; 

So ſtrict in union we're conjoin'd, 

One ſpirit animates the whole, 

nn. 

Then let mankind our deeds approve. 

Since union, harmony, and love 

Shall waſt us to the realms above. 


Where'er aſpiring domes ariſe, 
Wherever ſacred altars ſtand ; 
Thoſe altars blaze up to the ſkies, 
Thoſe domes proclaim the maſon's hand.. 
Then let, &c.. 


The ſtone unſhap'd as lumber lies, 
Till maſon's art its form refines ; 
So paſſions do our fouls diſguiſe, 
Till ſocial virtue calms our minds. 
Then let, &c. 
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Let wretches at our manhood rail; 
Hut thoſe who once our judgment prove, 
Will own that we who build fo well, 


With equal energy can love. 
'Then let, &c. 


Genn 


> Tho? ſtill our chief concern and care 

' Be to deſerve a brother's name; 

For ever mindful of the fair, 

Their choiceſt favours till we claim. 
Then let, &c. 


0 


From us pale diſcord long is fled, 
With all her train of mortal ſpite, 
i Nor in our lodge dares thew her head, 


Sunk in the gloom of endleſs night. 
Then let, &c. 


My brethren charge your glaſſes high 
Io our grand maſter's noble name; 
Our ſhouts ſhall beat the vaulted ſky, 
And ev'ry t-ngue his praiſe proclaim. 
Then let, &c. 


7 -$-Q-N-G-:. 219. 


E T maſonry be now my theme, 
Throughout the globe to ſpread its fame, 
Wd eternize each worthy brother's name; 
pur praiſe ſhall to the Kies reſound, 
J laſting happineſs abound, 
d with ſweet union all your deeds, your deeds bs 
crown'd. 
CHORUS. 

Sing then, my muſe, to maſons plory ; 

Your names are ſo rever'd in ſtory, 

That all th' admiring world do now adore ye. 


} Let. 


— — 4 — 


E 


Let harmony divine inſpire | 
Your ſouls with love and gen'rous fir 
To copy well wiſe Solomon, your ſire: 
Knowledge ſublime ſhall fill each heart 
The rules of geometry t'impart, 


Whilſt wiſdom, ftrength, and beauty crown the gag 


rious art. 
Sing then, &c. 


Let noble Beaufort's health go round, 


In ſwelling cups all care be drown'd, 


And hearts uniced, *mongſt the craft be found: 


May everlaſting icenes of joy 
His peaceful hours of bliſs employ, 


Which Time's all-conqu'ring hand ſhall ne'er, ſh 


ne'er deſtroy, 
Sing then, &c. 


My brethren, thus all cares reſign, 


Your hearts let glow with thoughts divine, 
And veneration ſhew to Solomon's ſhrine, 


Our annual tribute thus we'll pay, 
That late poſterity ſhall ſay, 


We've crown'd with joy this glorious, happy, happ 


day. 
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Y maſon's art th' aſpiring dome 
In various columns ſhall ariſe; 
All chmates are their native home; 
Their godlike actions reach the ſkies, 
Heroes and kings revere their name, 
While pgets ſing their laſting fame. 


et the ſt 
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BY 


Great, noble, generous, good, and brave, 
Are titles they moſt juſtly claim ; 

heir deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 
Which ſome unborn ſhall loud proclaim. 
Time ſhall their glorious acts inroll, 

800 0 While love and friendſhip charm the ſoul. 
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E brethren, free-maſons, let's mark the great 
name, 
Moſt antient and loyal, recorded by fame; 
Wn unity met, let us merrily ſing: 
The life of a maſon's like that of a king. 


4 


No diſcord, no envy, amongſt us ſhall be, 

No confuſion of tongues, but let's all agree; 

Not, like building of Babel, confound one another, 
But fill up your olaſſes, and drink to each brother, 


A tower they wanted to lead them to bliſs ; 
hope there's no brother but knows what it is; 
Fl hree principal ſteps in our ladder there be, 

WA myit'ry to all, but to thoſe that are free. 


hap? 


et the ſtrength of our reaſon keep the ſquare of ouy 
heart, 
And virtue adorn ev'ry man in his part; 
Ehe name of a Cowan we'll not ridicule, 
Wut pity his blindneis, and count him a fool. 


Let's lead a good life, whilſt power we have; 
And when that our bodies are laid in the grave, 
We hope with good conſcience to heav'n to climb, 
And give Peter the paſs-word, the token, the ſigu; 
Gre 
Saint 


9, 


Faint Peter he opens, and ſo we paſs in : 

To a place that's prepar'd for all thoſe free from ſin 
To that heavenly lodge which is tyl'd moit ſecure ;; 
A place that's prepar'd for all thoſe that are pure. 
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O * on, my dear brethren, purſue the good 


| lecture, 
And refine on the rules of old architecture; 
High honour to maſons the craft daily brings, 
To thoſe brothers of princes, and fellows of kings. 


We drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the ſtage, 
And reviv'd the old arts of Auguſtus' fam'd age, 
And Veſpaſtan deſtroy'd the vaſt temple in vain, 
Since ſo many now riſe under great Beaufort's reign, 


The noble five orders, compos'd with ſuch art, 

Shall amaze the ſwift eye, and engage the whole 
heart; 

Proportion, ſweet harmony, gracing the whole, 

Gives our work, like the glorious creation, a ſoul. 


Then, maſter, and brethren, preſerve your great name; 
This lodge, ſo majeſtic, ſhall purchaſe your fame: 
Rever'd it ſhall ſtand till all nature expire, 

And its glories ne'er fade till the world is on fire. 


See, ſee, behold here what rewards all our toil, 
Inſpires our genius, and bids labour ſmile: 

To our noble grand-maſter let a bumper be crown'd; 
To all maſons a bumper ; ſo let it go round.. 
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Again, my lov'd brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our ancient firm union cement with a glaſs; 
And all the contention 'mong maſons ſhall be, 
Who better can work, or who better agree. 


SONG 223. 


EHOLD, in a lodge we dear brethren are met, 
And in proper order together are ſet; | 
Our ſecrets to none but ourſelves ſhall be known; 
Our actions to none but free maſons be ſhewn. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down, 


Let brotherly love be among us reviv'd ; 
Let's ſtand by our laws, that are wiſely contriv'd; 
And then all the glorious creation ſhall ſee, 
That none are ſo loving, ſo friendly as we. 
Derry down, &c. 


The temple, and many magnificent pile, 

E'en buildings now ſtanding within our own iſle ; 

With wiſdom contriv'd, with beauty refin'd, 

With ſtrength to ſupport, and the building to bind. 
Derry down, &c. . 


Thoſe noble grand ſtructures will always proclaim 

What honour is due to a free maſon's name; 

Een ages to come, when our work they thall ſee, '- 

Will ſtrive with each other, like us, to be free. 
Derry down, &c. 


What th »* ſome, of late, by their ſpleen plainly ſhew, 
They fain wou'd deride what they gladly wou'd know; 


Let ev'ry true brother theſe vermin deipiſe, 


And the antient grand ſecret keep back from their 
eyes. 
Derry down, &Cc. 


Then, 
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Then, brethren, let's all put our hands to our heart, 
And reſolve from ti ue maſonry ne'er to depart : 
And when the laſt trumpet on earth ſhall deſcend, 
Our lodge will be clos'd, and our ſecret ſhall end. 
Derry down, &c. 


| Who, 


— gs Whoſe 
All All 
SON G 224. | Our orc 
Mason's daughter, fair and young, . 
The pride of all the virgin throng, | Let poo 

Thus to her lover ſaid: Get liq 
Though, Damon, I your flame approve, We ne' 
Your actions praiſe, your perſon love, For love 

Yet ſtill I'll live a maid. 

None ſhall untie my virgin zone, You ne“ 
But one to whom the ſecret's known | Our ord 

Of fam'd free maſonry 
In which the great and good combine, Phe rule 
To raiſe, with generous deſign, An Albi 

Man to felicity. | How ble 

all kn. 
The lodge excludes the ſop and fool, 
The plodding knave, and party tool, 

That liberty would ſell: To all ſo 
The noble, faithful, and the brave, Our orde 
No golden charms can e'er deceive | 

In flavery to dwell. The ladi, 
This ſaid, he bow'd, and went away; 3 
Apply was made, without delay doom N 

HNeturn'd to her again; , 
The fair one granted his requeſt, 

Cornubial joys their days have bleſt ; | 

And may they e'er remain. ach bea: 

ur ordes 
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OW glorious their virtue, who nobly contrive 


1 The means to keep freedom and friendſhip 
alive ; 


Who, firmly united, in harmony ſing ; 


) Nv 


Whoſe hearts are true blue to their country and king: 


All Albions are ſuch, hear the trumpet of fame, 


Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


| Let poor thoughtleſs wretches repair to a club, 


Get liquor, get drunk, and perhaps get a drub; 
We ne'er let ſuch fools our ſociety join; 
For love and good-will crown each glaſs of our wine. 


CHORUS, 
You ne'er hear an Albion another defame; 


| Our order is happy, and glorious the name, 


The rules we adhere to are loyal and right: 
An Albion's a patriot, to ſpeak or to fight; 


How bleft were old England, to combat her foes, 


If all knew as much as a true Albion knovws. 


CHnoORUwW Ss. 


To all ſocial virtue we july lay claim; 
Our order is happy, and glorious the name, 


The ladies confeſs, with a ſatisfy'd air, 

That none like an Albion is form'd for the fair ; 
A whiſper, a look, and ſome moments chit-char, 
doon brings on agreement, and love, and all that. 


CHORUS. 


Fach beauty's convinc'd that ſincere is our flame; 
ur order is happy, and glorious the name. 


Old 


1 
d Time our ſociety's wortk ſhall enrol, 
And Albions be honour'd from pole unto pole: 
Now raiſe up your voices, and cheerfully ſing, 
Succeſs to all Albions, and God fave the king. 


CHORUS. 


As ſpotleſs as ſnow is our ftory in fame; 
Our order is happy, and glorious the name. 


— 


SONG 226. Apvicz ro TE LapIES. 
Sung by Miſs ST EVEN SO, at Vauxnall., 


Orgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong, 
If aught to much I do; 
Hermit me, while I ſing my ſong, 
To give a leſſon too, 
Let modeſty, that heav'n-born maid, 
Your words and actions grace; 
*T'is this, and only this, can add 
New luſtre to your face. 


*T15 this which paints the virgin cheeks 
Beyond the power of art, 

And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks 
The goodneſs of the heart. 

This index of the virtuous mind 
Your lovers will adore ; | 

*Tis this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave ; 

And learn, by diſtance, to maintain 
The power your beauty gave. 


wy} 
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For this, when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will protect; 
The wanton pleaſes for a day, 
But ne'er creates reſpect. 


With this, their ſilly jeſts reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude, 

Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude. 

Vour charms, when cheap, will ever pall, 
They ſully with a touch, 

And tho' you mean to grant not all, 
Vou often grant too much. 


But, patient, let each virtuous fair 
Expect the gen'rous youth 
Whom heav'n has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with love and truth: 
For him alone reſerve her hand, 
And wait the happy day, 
Wen he with juſtice can command, 
And ſhe with joy obey. 


* — ee Ie OST 7 „„ 8 —— 1 
—— — — 
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S Damon ſtray'd through yonder grove, 
In penſive mood a muſing, 
He there beheld the queen of love, 
Her fav'rite theme peruſing; 
Her breaſts they ſwell'd with heaving ſighs, 
And deep oppreſs'd as can be; 
And cver and anon ſhe cries, 
« die to taſte of Shawnbee, 
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Oft Chloe with her darling ſwain 
Retreat to ſhady bow'rs, 

% There quenching love's fierce raging pain, 
With bliſs beguiles the hours; 

« And Sylvia too does joys poſſeſs, 
« And pleaſure great as can be; 

&« For Strephon does her paſſion bleſs, 
And has her will of Shawnbee. 


« O Cupid! god of pleaſing love, 
« As ſo thou art, befriend me, 
O kindly now my pray'r approve, 
* And to my aid now ſend me 
«« Some ſprightly youth that's made to charm 
« A maiden warm as can be, 
4 With rapture ev'ry ſenſe alarm, 
And let mEtaſte of Shawnbee.”” 


He perſonated then the boy, 
And faith fincere preſented, 

But with exceſs of ſwelling joy, 
Upon the ground ſhe fainted ; 

Re ſolv'd to yield, what would betide, 
Her legs were wide as could be, 
Then Damon ſlipt between the ſtride, 

And let her taſte of Shawnbee, 


With eager graſp each other preſs'd, 
Their melting ſouls diffolving ; 
Whilſt twining th—s the hams embrac'd, 
In circling folds revolving 

With cloſer ſqueeze ſhe murm'ring cries, 
«« Puſh farther, if it can be, 

Then fighing deep again ſhe dies 
Such pleaſure is in Shawnbce. 


5ONG 
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Sung by Mr. SHuTER in LovE IN a VILLAGE. 


HEN I follow'd a laſs that was froward aud 
ſhy, 
Oh! I tuck to her ſtuff till T made her comply; 
Oh! I took her ſo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt : 
When hugg'd and haul'd, 
She ſqueal'd and ſquall'd ; 
But though ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 
Yet I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again. 
Then hoity, toity, - 
Whiſky, friſky, 
Green was her gown upon the graſs : 
On! ſuch were the joys of our dancing days. 


hw - hes k 

| 

SONG 229. 1 

AT mean you Shon Engliſh, you make dis 1 N 

great poder, \ 

Wit your beef and your puthen, your dis, dat, and 1 
t' other; 
Pray vat do you mean, ſir, hit de Frenchman in the 

teef, 

Wit your beef and your puthen, your puthen and A 

beef. Derry down, &c. 1 

N 

Vat tho' we've no beef nor pathen to eat, | 


Ve have de fine frogs that be very cood meat; 
Ve make de frig » with bon ſoup and ſallat, 
Which very well ſuits wit de ul Frenchman's 
pallat. erry down, &c. 
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You ſay dat your beef make you ne'er fear de gon; 
But remember, Shon Engliſh, we make you to run 
After us at Blenheim and Malplaquet battle, 
Where de gons they do rore, and de drums they do 
rattle. Derry down, &Cc. 


But now we muſt tell you with much complaiſance, 

We intended to have pay'd you one viſit from France; 

And if monſieur Hawke would let us come over 

In our flat-bottom boats, we'd land juſt at Dover, 
Derry down, &c. 


But de De'el pick de Hawke, he will not fly away, 
But in de Breſt harbour oblige us to ſtay, 
Come ſquinting, and peeping, and play is mad frolic ; 
Which gave our poor ſailors von fit of de colic. 

| Derry down, &c. 


But now we vill tell you vat come by and bye, 

Our admiral he take out his glaſs for to ſpy ; 

He halloas, truſs up, boys, there's nothing to fear, 

Shon Engliſh be gone, and de coaſt it be clear. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then we fail'd out a-main, and we thought to do 
ſomething, 
But de dogs came again, and vid balls big as pumkins, 
They pounce us, and pelt us, and make ſuch a clatter, 
Dat two or tree of our ſhips fell down in the vater. 
: Derry down, &c. 


Then monſieur Conflans was in very great paſhon, 
Ard theught he'd do ſomethings for de honour of hi: 
nation 
He boldly commands without more delay, 
You dogs, take your heels and let's all run away. 
7 Derry down, &c. 
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ITURSDAY in the morn the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded be for ever the famous ninety-two, 
Prave Ruſſel did diſcern by dawn of day 
The lofty ſails of France advancing now; 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh valour ſhine, 
Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for the line; 
Let every man ſupply h:s gun: 
Follow me, and you'll ſee, 
That the battle will be ſoon begun. 


Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 
To fink the Engliſh admiral and his fleet, 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire ; 
And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 
Whilit a flood, all of blood, 
FilPd the ſcuppers of the Riſing-Sun. 


Sulphur, ſmoak, and fire diſturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic ſhore ; 
Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 
To ſee their lofty ſtreamers now no more: 
At ſix o clock, the Red the ſmiling victor led, 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow ; 
Now death and horror equal reign: 
Now they cry, Run or die, 5 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 


See they fly amaz'd thro? rocks and ſands, 

One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate; 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 

The nymphs and ſea-gods mourn their loſt eſtate; 
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For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing-Sun, 
Frem thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun: 


Enough, thou mighty god of war! 
Now we ing, bleſs the king, 
Let us drink to every Engliſh tar. 


SONG 231. 


EAVE off this idle prating, 
Valk no more of Wlig and Tory; 
But fill your glaſs, 
Round let it pals, 
The bottle ſtands before ye. 


Fill it up to the top, 
Let this night with mirth be crown'd, 
Drink about, 
See it out, 


Love and friendſhip ſtill go round. 


We gain both life and pleaſure 
By love and hearty drinking: 
While ſtateſmen plod, 
And wink and nod, 
To kill themſelves with thinking. 


| Fill it, &c. 


If any are ſo zealous, 

To be a party's minion, 
Let 'em drink like me, 
They'll ſoon agree, 

And be of one opinion, 


Fill it, &c. 


— 
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M claret be a bleſſing, 
'} his night devote to pleaſure, 
Let ſtate affairs, 
And worldly cares, 
Attend us more at leiſure. 
Fill it, &c. 


SONO -232: 


Mt long as our coaſt does with whiteneſs appear, 
Still Albion ſtands foremoſt in verſe; 
Whilſt harmony, friendſhip, and joys are held dear, 
New bards ſtall our praiſes rehearſe. 
CHORUS./ 

Though lodges leſs favour'd, leſs happy, decay, 
Deftroy'd by old Time as he runs; | 
Though Maſons, Gregorians, and Bucks fade away, 

Still Albion mall live in her ſons. 


If Envy attempts our ſucceſs to impede, 
United we'll trample her down: 

If Factions ſhou'd threaten, we'll ſhew we're agreed, 
And Diſcord ſhall own we are one. 


Though lodges, &c. 


Whilft with ardour we glow this our order to raiſe, 
Promoting its welfare and peace ; 

Old Albion's return, our endeavours to praiſe, 
And new ones confirm the increaſe. 


Though lodges, &c. 


Go on, cries our parent; for Time is your friend, 
His flight ſhall increaſe your renown ; | 
Gay Mirth ſhall your gueſt be, and Bacchus attend, 
And joy all our meetings ſhall crown. 
Though lodges, &c. 
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HE tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree, 
And ſhe thinks of a hogſhead whene'er ſhe ſees 
me; 
For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt I 
E eſolve to forſaxe her, or claret deny: 
Muſt I leave my dear bottle, that was always my 
friend, 
And I hope will continue ſo to my life's end? 
Naſt J leave it for her, tis a very hard talk? 
Let her go to the devil, bring Votker full flaſk. 


Had ſhe tax'd me with gaming, and bid me forbear, 
is a thouſand to one I had lent her an ear; 

Had ihe found out my Chloris up three pair of ſtairs, 
I had baulk'd her, and gone to St. James's to pray'rs; 
Had the bade me read homilies three times a day, 

She perhaps had been humour'd, with little to ſay; 
But at night to deny me a flaſk of dear red, 

Let her go to the devil, there's no more to be ſaid, 


S ON G 234. 


INCE there's ſo ſmall difPrence *twixt drowning 


and drinking, 
We'll tipple and pray too, like mariners ſinking ; 
Whilſt they drink ſalt water, we'll pledge 'em in wine, 
And pay our devotion at Bacchus's ſhrine. 
Oh! Bacchus, great Bacchus, for ever defend us, 
And plentiful ſtore of good Burgundy ſend us. 


From cenſuring the ſtate, and what paſſes above, 
From a furfeit of cabbage, frem law-ſuits, and love; 
From 


e, 
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From meddling with ſwords, and ſuch dangerous 
things, 


And handling of guns in deiance of kings; 
Oh ! Bacchus, &c. 


From riding a jade that will ſtart at a feather, 

Or ending a journey with loſs of much leather; 

From the folly of dying for griet or deſpair, 

With ur heads in the water, or heels in the air; 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. 


SONG 2335. 


OME, come, ye choice ſpirits, together reſort, 
In your holiday ſuits, to great Comus's court: 
The heartieſt of bloods are the joyous and free ; 

And who are ſo joyous, ſo happy as we? 


We harbour no precepts by dull Cynics taught; 

We practiſe no rules with ſobriety fraught: 

The thoughts of our hearts you may read in our eyes 3 
For knowing no terror, we need no diſguiſe. 


By ſanQtify'd maxims are hypocrites ſway*d ; 
but we all the children of pieaſure are bred: 
Buy her dictates alone we are guided, to prove 

| The delight of the bottle, and raptures of love. 


That giant, the watchman, we never can dread; 


His intrufion we puniſh by breaking his head ; 
> Champaign and Burgundy expel all our care, 
And we toaſt the kind girl, be ſhe black, brown, or fair, 


hen love has poſſeſs'd us, ſome damſel we hire, 


Whole eyes, like the liquor, inflame our deſire, 


So, joyous and hearty, we'll drink and be gay, 
| And leave ſober cits to defraud and betray. 
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INC pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jef, 


In ſpite of misfortune, I'll laugh with the beſt; ; 
Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, | E 
Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, ; A 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, wit 
III keep up the chorus of ha-ha-ha-ha. The 


Determin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, 
No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of ſoul ; 

If care, or ill-nature, ſnould come in my reach, 
And, foaming with rage, like a methodift preach 3 
While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
T'11 trip up his heels and cry ha-ha-ha-ha. 


To be happy, I'll laugh as the minutes advance, 
Mirth! play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'Il dance; 
But ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 

If Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy, be there; 

She, knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Will join the ſweet tune of love's ha-ha-ha-ha. 


T'11 laugh through the world, in defiance of ftrife, 
For laughter's an oil to the ſalad of life; 

III make daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 

Look over his ſhoulder, and long for a taſte; 

Then, friends, while your boſoms are free from a ſlaw, 
Swell round the gay chorus of ha-ha-ha-ha. 


SONG 
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Sung by Mr. TayLoR. f 
ARK! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 


Salutes the roſy riſing morn, 
And echoes thro” the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 


The hounds quick-ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor 2 nor ſledges can impede 

The briſk, high-mettl'd, ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue; 

Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath; 

When now the noiſe alarms ker ear, 

Her haunts deſcry'd, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 

The diſtant courſers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till Echo rends the ſkies. 
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SONG 238. 
Tune, C=z$sar and Peur Ey were both of them 
horned. 


W HAT a noiſe has there been, what a great con- 
ſternation, 

About the ſtate jockeys, that jockey the nation: 

The in's and the out's, up's and down's, a mere race is, 

And all, jockey like, flog to get the beſt places: 

And he that's flung off, in his fall does harangue, ſir, 

And ſwears all before him, in juſtice, ſnould hang, ſir. 


The hindermoſ condemns what the foremoſt is doing, 

And ſwears he wrong meaſures is daily purſuing ; 

Vet, twenty to one, were he in the ſame place, fir, 

With him he condemns, *twould be juſt the ſame caſe, 
fir ; 

"Tis nothing but jockeying, and thoſe that remark it, 

Will find as much jockeying at court, as Newmarket. 


When the Scots into places of truſt got admittance, 

And favours were amply beſtow'd on North Britons ; 

Then the Whigs were with anger and jealouſy ſwell- 
Ind, 

To fee thoſe in power, who before were rebelling ; 

[was this provok'd Wilkes to that fore aggravation, 

For which he was jockey'd quite out of the nation. 


There is nat a fateſman among the whole band, fir, 
But tells you he acts for the good of the land, fir; 
Yet plain it 1s ſeen, that ſome patriot pretenders, 
Who cl themſelves Engliſhmen's glonous defenders, 
Do talk, and talk only; for ſtill the great plan, fir, 

Is to put in cheir pockets as much as they can, ſir. 


Such 
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Such plauſible guardians our truſt we repoſe in, 
They tell us fine ſtories until they are choſen ; 

They fawn on the ignorant, and gull the unthinking, 
And come on the blind ſide of them that love driuk- 


ing ; 
And, after they have purchas'd us, this is tae caſe, 
ſir— 


They ſell us again on a ſeven years leaſe, fir. 


Theſe, theſe, are the maxims our rulers are prone to, 
Which honeſt men would be aſham'd, fir, toown to; 
Nay, even ſome biſhops have lean'd to theſe notions, 
And barter'd the bible for worldly promotions. 
Self-intereſt is all; ſo a fig for the din, fir, 

It boots not to us who's out or who's 1n, fir, 


SONG 239. 


OME liſten to me, and I'll tell you news 
Juſt lately come from court ; 

| Tis not of a peace, nor yet of a truce, 

But ſtill it will make you ſport : 

Wich aruffledom, puMedom, frizledom, madge, 
With a high rum frizledom ree; 

Sing rouze about, touze about, 

Search the whole court about, 


Never a ſmock had ſhe. 


Four dozen of ſmocks the maids have loft, 
| My good lord Gr-n-h-m ſaid ; 
"_ There's never a maid but would rather, by far, 
Have loſt her maidenhead, 
With a rufiledom, &c, 
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A maid of honour, with nothing upon her! 
Her m-j-s-y then cry'd; 
Like mother Eve, without fig-leaf 
„ Her nakedneſs to hide, 
Her rufledom, &c. 


Shall never wait on me, ſhe ſaid, 
Nor in my court appear; 
For nothing like the naked truth 
Shall ever be ſuffer'd here. 
With a ruffledom, &c. 


For if, by chance, to take a dance, N 
Like goddeſſes on Ida, Give 


' Theſe nymphs ſhould come to drawing-room, Th 
Good lack ! what wou'd they hide-a ? wi 
Why, their ruffledom, &c. will 

, Drink 

The p-n-ce to cne an apple may gave, 

As Paris did of old rows EE | Peace 

But alas, poor p-n-ce! I fear thy dad | Buſy h 

Won't let that apple be goid. | Wir 
For a zufiedom, &c. E- Like» 
Tke king (God bleſs him) let us addreſs him ; ; Nene 
For he's a gallant lover 1 

| le's frank and free, gives money with glee, rie 
| Six mazdens for to cover, ep 
Their ruttedom, &. 

But he, good man, five pounds a- piece ; Mir th, 
Unto each maid hath fent, „Mak. 
+ Of the hundred and fifty thouſand pounds . 7 it r 
1 He had from p t, 1 till | 
if For a ruffledom, &c. 3 
1 Dein : 
i Of a bad 
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ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
F Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe ; 
vorrow ne'er can bring relief, 

Joy from drinking will ariſe: 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made fo fair? 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at ref, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire, 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my defire. ; 
What the world can more preſent, 

Will not add to my content : 
Drink, and ſet your mind at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Buſy brains we know, alas ! 
With imaginations run, 

Like the ſand in th' hour glaſs, 
Turn'd, and turu'd, =} {till runs on; 

Never knowing where to ſtay, 

But uneaſy ev'ry way : 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 

Peace of mind is always beſt, 


| Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 
; Makes the heart alert and free, 

Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 
Still the ſame thing 'tis to me; 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait. 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Uta bad bargain make the beſt. 
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They r 
SON G 2241. And u, 
When 
Grnzrvy Midas, I've been told, 
That what you touch you turn to gold; To ſee 
O! had I but a pow'r like thine, N De 
I turn whate'er I touch to wine. 

Eis glat 
Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force, And his 
Each fih my fatal power mourn, My fric 
And wond'ring at the mighty change, | k 
Should in their native regions burn. Tax x 
el 

Nor ſhould there any dare approach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, Says the 
But firſt ſhould pay their rites to me, Tho' nat 
| And ſtile me only God of wine. ble longe 
| So hid hi 
wn Der. 
0 N 54a. This is ri, 
| r 
1 : : There's x 
| NE evening Good Humour took Wit as hi: BiHuzza, x; 
gueſt, Dr, impe 
il. - Refolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt; 1 
Wn Their liquor was claret, and Friendſhip their hoſt, 
PV: And mirth, ſong, and ſentiment garniſh'd each toaſt. ince Tin 
Derry down down, down derry down. / this m. 
| With bum 
| But while, like true bucks, they enjoy'd their deſign; No we're 
| 1 For the joy ef a buck lies in love, wit, and wine; ; Derry 


$3.4 Alarm'd! they all h-ard at the door a loud knock, 
14. And the watchman, hoarſe, bellow'd, *twas paſt twelve 
Bf i; o'clock, 

Derr, down, &c, 3 


'They 
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LT hey nimbly ran down, the diſturbing; Cop four, In 
And up ſtairs they dragg d the impertinent houne 
When brought to the light, how much were tuey 
; pleasd, 
To fee twas the grey glutton Time they had ſciz'd. 
Derry dow, &c. 


His glaſs, as his lanthorn, his ſcythe, as his pole, 
and his ſingle lock dangled a down his imoork ſgull: 
My friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit to- 
knock, 
And bid ye begone ; for 'tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
Derry down, &Cc. 


s the venom'd tooth ſavage, on this advice fix, 
* nature ſtrikes twelve, folly Rill potats to fix. 
Ile longer had preach'd, bat no longer they'd bear it; 
So hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 
Derry down, &c. 


his is right, call'd out Wit; while you're yet in your 
prime, 

There's nothing like claret for killing of Time: 
Huzza, reply'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
Or, impertinent, tell us, *tis paſt twelve o'clock. 
Derry down, &c. 


115 


at, ice Time is confin'd to our wine, let us think, 
this maxim we're ſure of our time when we drink: 
With bumpers, my lads, let our glaſſes be prim'd, 
pn; No we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd, 
| | Derry down, &c. 
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SON G 243. 
| hap Tf one day, gayly ftriding 


On his nerer-failing tun, 
Sneaking aquapotes deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd cach toping ſon : 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine ; 
All things noble, bright, and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen rous wine. 


Priſtine heroes crown'd with glory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me; 

Homer wrote the flaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity : 

If my iniluence is wanting, 
Muſic's charms but ſlowly move, 

Beauty too in vain lies panting, 


Till I fill the ſwain with love. 


If you crave eternal pleaſure, 
Mortals! this way bend your eyes, 
From my ever-flowing treaſure 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe ; 
Here's the charming, ſoothing bleſſing, 
Sole diſpeller of all pain, 
Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing, 
He, who drinks not, lives in vain, 


— — — 


SONG 244. The Imacixary KISS. 


WW HER Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe tripp'd ver the gree! 
Fair, blooming, ſoft, artlet:, and kind ; 
Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 
And warmneſs with modeſty join'd ; 
Tranſport 


Of litt 
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Tranſported with ſudden amazement, I food 
Faſt rivetted down to the place : 

Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion, I vicw'd, 
And wander'd o'er every grace. 


Ye gods, what luxuriance of beauty, I cry ! 
What raptures muſt dwell in her arms! 

On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die; 
O Fanny, how ſweet are thy charn:s ! 

Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 
Such tranſports my ſenſes invade, 

Young Damon ſtepp'd up, with the ſubſtance he fled, 
And left me to kiſs but the ſhade, 
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S ON G 245. The Rover, 


N all the ſex ſome charms I find, 
T love to try all women-kind, 

The fair, the ſmart, the witty; 

In Cupid's fetters moſt ſevere, 

| Ilanguiſh out the long, long year, 

| The ſlave of wanton Kitty. 


| At length I broke the galling chain, 
| And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 
One conl.ant ſcene of folly : 
8 1 vow'd no more to wear the yoke; 
But ſoon I felt the ſecond ſtroke, 

And ſigh'd for blue-ey'd Molly. 


With treſſes next, of flazzen hve, 
| Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
| That lives in yonder alley: 
Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 
And caught me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sally. 
Aorn'd 
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dorn'd with charms, tho? blithe and young, 
My roving heart from bondage ſprung ; 
This heart of yielding metal; 
And now it wanders here and there, 
Ey turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle. 
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Sung by Diaxz, in Drrpen's SECULAR Masquy, 


V IT H horns and with hounds Jawaken the day, 
And hie to the woodland walks away; 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my forehead a waxen moon z 
FT courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chace the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 
With ſhooting and hooting we pierce thro' the ſky, 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 
With ſhooting, &c. 


ONO 247, 


NE ſummer's eve as Strephon rov'd, 
Wrapp'd up in thought profound ; 
Surpriz'd! he ſaw his beſt beloy'd 
Lie fleepirg on the ground. 


Awake, my pretty ſleeper, *wake, 
Awake to Strephon's call ; 

Be careful, for thy lover's ſake, 
'T'is eve, the dew-drops fall, 


Then 
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Then to her cheek his lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a kiſs; 
She ſtill flept on, he, not diſmay'd, 
Repeats the tranſient bliſs. 


| She wakes, and thus, in angry tone, 
Away, away, ſhe cries ; 
| Then, fault'ring, bid the ſwain be gcne, 
Then ſigh'd, and clos'd her eyes. 
Y WW Tho! crudl are thy words, flir maid, 
| 5 — * 
Can ſigbs proceed from hate ? 
5 _ b 8 8 > N 5 5 2 ! id 
My doubts are gone, then down he laid, 
Reſolv'd to ſhare her fate. 


Defended from the nox1ous air, 
| Within his arms ſhe lay; 
: And tho? he often wak' d the fair, 
„ WW Che ſaid no more till day. 


SONG 248. By Mr. Tiz034Ld, 


Na bank of flowers, in a ſummer day, 
| Inviting and undreſs'd, 

In her bloom of youth, fair Celia lay, 

| With love and ſleep oppreſs'd: 

When a youthful iwain, with adwiring eycs, 
| Wiſh'd that he durſt the fair mid ſurprize ; 

I. With a fa, la, la, la, la, la; 

hut fear'd approaching {pies. 


As he gaz'd, a gentle breeze aroſe, 
That fenn'd her robes aſide; 


The ud the fleeping nymph did thoſe charms diſcloſe, 
| Which waking ſhe would hide ; | 


'Fhen 


| 
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Then his breath grew ſhort, and his pulſe beat high, No lit 


He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to ſpy ; To pr 
With a fa, la, &c. 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh. : 
All amaz'd he ſtood, with her beauties fir'd, LAS 17 
And bleſt the courteous wind; My li 
Then in whiſpers figh'd, and the gods deſir'd, While 
That Celia might be kind: 
When with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain; 
And ſhe laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again, W 
With a fa, la, &c. In 
Repell'd the timorous ſwain. When | 
She cry 
Yet the am*rcus youth, to relieve his pain, Pray, 2 
The ſlumbering maid careſs'd; | 
And with trembling hand (O the ſimple ſwain)! 17 
Her glowing boſom preſs'd: TY 2 
When the virgin wak'd, and a#Frighted flew, 1 . 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he would purlue : 129 9 
With a fa, la, &c. 1 
But Damon miſs'd his cue. De: 
: Th 
Now repenting that he had let her fly, And wit 
ae Himfſelf he thus accus'd, Too ſure 
, What a dull and Qupid fool was J, Till her 
7 That ſuch a chance abus'd: 
To my ſhame *twill no on the plain he ſaid, But 
| Damon a virgin aſleep betray'd, For 
7 With a fa, la, &c. Now, Ar 
1 Yet let her go a maid, Thy tear 
4 — W& ! hou hat 


SONG 249. By Mr. NAr. LEE. 


H the time that 1s paſt, 
When ſhe held me fo faſt, 


Ard declar'd that her honour no longer could laſt ; 
0 


* 
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b, No light, but her languiſhing eyes, did appear, 
To prevent all excuſes of bluſhing and fear. 


How ſhe ſigh'd, and unlac'd, 
With trembling and haſte, 
As if ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd; 
| My lips the ſweet pleaſure of kiiles enjoy'd, 
While my hands were in ſearch of hid treaſure em- 
ploy 'd. 


With my heart all on fire 

In the flames of deſire, 

| When ] boldly puriu'd what ſhe ſeem'd to require: 
She cry d, oh! for pity's ſake, change your ill mind; 
| Pray, Amyntas, be civil, or I'll be unkind. 


All your bliſs you deſtroy, 

Like a naked young boy, 

Who fears the kind river he came to enjoy: 

Let's in, my dear Chloris, I'll ſave thee from harm, 
| And make the cold element pleaſant and warm. 


Dear Amyntas ! ſhe cries, 

Then ſhe caſt down her cyes, 

And with kiſſes confeſs'd what ſhe faintly denies ; 
Too ſure of my conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay, 

Till her freer conſent did more {wecten the prey. 


But too late I begun, 

For her paſſion was done ; 
Now, Amyntas, ſhe cry'd, I will never be won: 
Thy tears and thy courtſhip no pity can move, 
— ou haſt ſlighted the critical minute of love. 


SONG 
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SONG 250. B. 
Fe 
Sung by Mr. Cox ERS, in the new Concert-1la!! 

Edinburgh. The Words by Mr. Garrick. 7 
E medley of mortals who make up this throng, By 
Spare your wit for a moment, and liſt to my ſony, Ar 
What you would not expect here; wit ſhall be neu, W: 

And, what is more ſtrange, every word ſhall be true. If 
Sing tantara-rara, truth all, truth all, Ti 
Not a toy in the ſhop you'll buy cheaper than mine; An 
Send your laſſes to me, and you'll ſpare all your coin; Wi 

The ladies alone will pay dear for their kill, To 
For if they will hear me, their tongues muit lie fill, c 
Sing tantara- rara, mute all, &c. Til. 
Tho' revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wilt, 0 
Yet they practiſe all day what they ſeem to deſpiſc. Thu 
Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, Eacl 
Each mortal's diſguis'd, and the world 1s a ball. But 

Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &c. You 
91! 

The parſon brim-full of October and grace, 
With a long taper pipe, and round ruddy face, Ce 
Vill rail at cur doings ; but when it is dark 
'T he parſon's diſguis'd, and led home by the cler':. 
The fierce roaring blade, with long ſword and coc: 
hat, 8 
With blood he'll do this, and zounds he'll do that; 1 
When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part, 

And ſhows that his looks are but maſks to his heart. a 


The beau that acts the rake, and will talk of amour 
&hows letters from wives, and appointments t. 


whores ; f L 
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But a creature ſo modeſt avoids all diſgrace 3 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he come face to face? 


The courtier and patriot, *mongſt other fine things, 
Will talk of their country and love to their kings ; 
But the maſk will drop off, if you ſhake but the pelf, 


Sy And ſhow king and country all center'd in ſelf. 

Ong, 

ew, With an outfide of virtue, miſs Squeamiſh the prude, 
rue. If you touch her, ſhe faints, if you ſpeak, you are rude: 


Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, tho?” virtue ſhe's none, 
And perhaps ſhe's careſs'd by the coachman, or John, 


With a grave maſk of wiſdom ſay phyſic and law, 

In your caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe there's ne 
flaw ; 

Till death and the judge have decreed, they look bi g. 

And you find you have truſted a full-bottom'd wig. 


Thus life 1s no more than a round of deceit, 

Each neighbour will find that his next is a cheat; 

But if, O ye mortals ! theſe tricks ye purſue, 

You firſt cheat yourſelves, then the devil cheats you. 
Sing tanterarara, that's all: 


* —_ * 


SONG 251. 


IF E is chequer*d—toll and pleaſure 
Fill up all the various meaſure, 
Sce the crew in flannel jerkins, 
Drinking, toping flip by firk ins; 
And as they raile the tip 
To the happy lip, | 
On the deck is heard no other ſound, 
But prithee Jack, prithee Dick, 
Prith:e Sam, prithee Tom, f 
Let the can go round. 


L CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 
Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, whiſtle, 
Buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, brave boys, 
Let us ſtir, let us toil, 
But let's drink all the while, 
For labour's the prize of our joys, 
For labour's, &c. 


Life is chequer'd—toll and pleaſure 

Fill up all the various meaſure : 

Hark! the crew, with ſun-burnt faces, 

Chanting black-ey'd Suſan's graces 
And as they raiſe their notes 
Thro' their ruſty throats, 

On the deck, &c. 


Life is chequer'd—toil and pleaſure 
Fill up all the various meaſure : 
Hark! the crew their cares diſcarding 
With huftle-cap, or with chuck-farthing ; 
Still in a merry pin, 
Whether they loſe or win, 
On the deck, &c. 


SONG 2382. 


P HILLIS, as her wine ſhe ſipp'd in, 
Gaily talking with her ſwain, 
Into her hand he lily flip'd in, 
Tol, lol, lol, lol, 
A full glaſs of briſk champaign. 


Why ſo coy, ſaid he, and fickle ? 
Mutt J always ſigh in vain ? 
Muſt I never hope to tickle, 
Tol, lol, &c. 
Your ear with a merry ſtrain? 
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Long have I been toſs'd and fretting, 
Like a ſailor on the main ; 
Sure, at length, 'tis time to get in, 
Tol, lol, &c. 
To the port I hope to gain. 


Hearts you take delight in ſtealing, 
Of new conqueſts itill are vain; 
Torture others, whilſt I'm feeling, 
Tol, lol, &c. 


Pleaſure that is void of pain. 


| Won at length, ſhe liſten'd kindly, 
And from love could not refrain; 


So in the nick the nymph was finely, 
Tol, lol, &c. 


Fitted for her cold diſdain. 


SONG 253. By Mr. Concreve. 


SorbiEx and a ſailor, a tinker and a taylor, 
Had once a doubtful ſtrife, ſir, 

o make a maid a wife, ſir, 

| Whoſe name was buxom Joan, 

| Whoſe name, &c. 

r now the time was ended, 

nen ſhe no more intended 

lick her lips at man, fir, 

r knaw the ſheets in vain, 

And lie all night alone, 


e ſoldier ſwore like thunder, 

lov'd her more than plunder z 

A hew'd her many a ſcar, fir, 
ich he had brought from far, ſir, 
j bzhting for her ſake. 


L 2 The 
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The taylor thought to pleaſe her, 

By offering her his meaſure z 

'The tinker too, with metal, 

Said he wou'd mend her kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry leak. 


But while theſe three were prating, 

The ſailor ſlily waiting, 

Thought, if it came Tear, fir, 

'That they ſhould all fall out, fir, 
He then might play his part: 

And juſt e'en as he meant, fir, 

To loggerheads they went, fir, 

And then he let fly at her 

A ſhot *twixt wind and water, 
Which won this fair maid's heart. 


SONG 254. 
WFUL hero, Marlbro?, riſe! 


Hither turn thy languid eyes ; 
Lo! thy genius calls, awake! 


Well ſurvey this faithful plan, 

Which records thy life's great ſtory ; 
Tis a ſhort, but crouded ſpan, 

Full of triumphs, full of glory. 


One by one thy deeds review; 
Sieges, battles thick appear; 

Former wonder loſt in new, 
Greatly fill each pompous year. 


Sleepy charms I come to break: 
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This is Blenheim's crimſon field, 
Wet with gore, with flaughter ſtaiu'd! 
Here retiring ſquadrons yield, 
And a bloodleſs wreath is gain'd, 


Ponder in thy god-like mind 

All the wonders thou hait wrought ; 
Tyrants from their pride declin'd, 

Be the ſubject of thy thought, 


Reſt thee here, while life may laſt : 
Tho” utmolt bliſs to man allow'd, 
Is to trace his actions paſt, 
And to find them great and good. 


But 'tis gone—O mortal born! 
Swift the fading ſcenes remove 
3 281 
Let 'em paſs wich noble ſcorn: 
Thine are worlds which roll above. 


Poets, prophets, heroes, kings, 
Pleas'd, thy ripe approach foreſee ; 
Men who acted wond'rous things, 


Tho? they yield in fame to thee, 


Foremoſt in the patriot band, 
Shining with diſtinguiſh'd day, 

See thy friend Godolphin ſtand ! 
See! he beckons thee away. 


Yonder ſeats and fields of light 
Let thy raviſh'd thoughts explore: 
Wiſhing, panting for thy flight! 
Half an angel, man no more, 


L 3 SONG 
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SONG 255. 
A Bucx's Song, —Tune, Tantararara, maſks all, 


Rother bucks, all attend to the theme I ſhall ſins, 
En chorus ſo loud make the cieling to ring, 


In thence to the ſkies let your voices reſound, 
\\ kite cach heart glows with mirth, and the bumper 
g0 round, 


Sing tantararara, bucks all, 


But firſt to cur grand let us due homage pay, 

And may each grateful buck his lov'd edict obey ; 
May his breatt, fraught with candour, be open and free, 
And may all in high {tation be as honeſt as he. 

Sing, &c. 


From ſacred records our ſanction we trace, 
Of old Nimrod the buck, who was fond of the chace; 
But ſince that our order's ſo general become, 


Bucks are ev'ry where made both abroad and at home, 


Sing, &c. 


Now to bucks of all ſects in a health let us Join, 
Here's the bucks of the Bell, and the bucks of the 
Vine; 
Here's the lodge at the Platter, and likewiſe to thoſt 
Of our order ſo true, at the Sun and the Roſe, 
Sing, &c, 


Let him therefore who rails at our high appellation, 
Whate'er be his worth, or whatever his ſtation, 
Weigh maturely the point, and pray hard for g90 
luck, 
Or 'tis twenty to one but incog. he's a buck, 
: Sing, &c. 


Here“ 


Wind 
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Here's the politic buck, whoſe high antlers well tipp'd, 
Shakes his purſe at the world, while his doe's fairly 
Jeap'd: 
Here's a glaſs of condolance to each plodding cit 
That's familiarly buck'd by a lord or a wit. 
Sing, &c. 


lere's Sir Gravity too, in a bumper ſo clear, 
Who oft at our ſuanction cat many a ſneer, 
Tho' in public he rolls, yet in private we know 
He's a buck ev'ry inch -I appeal to his doe. 

Sing, &e. 


Now to bucks of all kinds we have toaſted ſucceſs ; 
Here's the ſweet pretty docs, for can true bucks do leſs? 
Come join then in chorus, with accents ſo ſhrill, 
And may each jolly buck—have a doe at his will. 
Sing tantararara, &c. 


SONG 256. 


WixcnesTER WEDDING, By Sir Joux SUCKLING, 


T Wincheſter there was a wedding, 

The like of it never was ſeen, 
Twixt luſty Ralph of Reading, 

And bonny black Beſs of the Green: 
The fidlers were crowding before, 

Each laſs was as fine as a queen 
There was a hundred and more, 

For all the whole country came in, 
Briſk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 

She look'd like a lily o' the vale, 
And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 

And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


L 4 With 
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With erg lage ſmiling Katy, 
He help'd her over the ſtile, 
And ſwore there was none fo pretty 
In torty and forty long mile : 
Ei: gave a green gown to Betty, 
And lent her his hand to rite; 
But Jenny was jeer'd by Watty 
For looking blue under the eyes ; 
Tus merrily chatting all, 
They paſs'd to the bride-houſe along, 
With Jchnny and pretty fac'd Nancy, 
The faireit of all the throng. 


The bridegroom came out to meet 'em, 

Afraid the dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uiher'd 'em in to treat 'em 

With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd. 
The lads were ſo frolic and jolly, 

For each had his love by his de; 
But Willy was melancholy, 

For he had a mind to the bride: 
Then Philip begins her health, 


And turns a beer-glaſs on his thumbs ; 


But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking 
Ihe beſt in Chriſtendom, 


And now they had din'd, advancing 
Into the midit of the hall, 

The fidlers ſtruck up for dancing, 
And ſeremy led up the ball; 

But Margaret kept a quarrel, 
A laſs that was proud of her pelf, 

*Cauſe Arthur had ſtol'n her garter, 
And ſw-re he would tie it himſelf: 


She ſtruggl'd, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, 


And ready with anger to cry, 
*Cauſe Arthur, in tying her garter, 
Had ſlipp'd his hand too high. 


And 


B* Ch. 
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omes a d 
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And now, for throwing the ſtocking, 
The bride away was led; 

The bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For candles to light them to bed: 

But Robin finding him filly, 
Moſt friendly took him aſide, 

The while that his wife with Willy 
Was playing at hoopers'-hide : 

And now the warm game begins, 
The critical minute was come, 

And chatting, and billing, and kiſſings 
Went merrily round the room, 


Pert Strephon was kind to Betty, 

And blithe as a bird in the ſpring 
And Tommy was to Katy, 

And wedded her with a ruſh ring : 
Sukie, that danc'd With the cuſhion, 

An hour from the room had been gone; 
And Barnaby knew, by her bluſhing, 

That ſome other dance had been done: 
And thus of fifty fair maids, 

That came to the wedding with men, 
Scarce five of the fifty were left ye, 

That ſo did return again. 


8 O N G 257. TIAOGUxk. 


Y Chreeſht and ſaint Patrick, going home late laſt 
night, 


About two in the morning, I was put in a fright; 
omes a dog in a doubler, ſtripp'd all in his ſhirt, 
And throws down poor Teague very clean ia the dirt. 


L. 5 Then 
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Then firing his piſhtol direct on my faiſh, 
Stand ſtill, you damn'd dog, or your dead on the 
| plaiſh: 
De'l tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſh, 
For ne'er was dear joy in more ſorrowful caiſh, 


Confounded and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero I cry'd, 
Your rogueſhip one day will at Tyburn be try'd : 

If Teague catch you again at ſuch vile tricks as theſe, 
He will ſwear, joy, upon your Majeſty's peaſh. 


Thus threaten'd, he ſhivilly cry'd, my dear honey, 
I'Il not hurt thee at all, but preſent me thy money. 
My money, dear joy, *tis Teague's foul—he's undone; 
Well, e'en take it all—for by Chreeſnt J have none. 


— = 4 —— 
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ANNY blufhes when I woo her, 
And, with kindly chiding eyes, 
Faint'y ſays, I ſhall undo her, 
Fai::t'y, O forbear! ſhe cries ; 
But her breaſts when I am preſſing, 
When to hers my hps I join, 
Warm'd, ſhe ſeems to taſte the bleſting, 
And her kiſſes anſwer mine. 


K 
O ULD you have a young virgin of fifteen 


years, 

You muſt tickle her fancy with ſweets and dears, 
Ever toy ing and playing, and fweetly, ſweetly, 
Sing a love-ſonnet, and charm her ears; 


Wittily, 


of 


1 
Wittily, prettily talk her down, 


Chaſe her, and praiſe her, if fair or brown 


Soothe her and ſmooth her, 
And teaze her and pleaſe her, 


And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your owns 


Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men, 
With the front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briſkly, briſkly, 


Put her in mind how her time ſteals on: 
Rattle and prattle altho” ſhe frown, 


Rouſe her and touſe her from morn to noon, 


And ſhew her you're able 
Some hour to grapple, 


And get but her writings, and all's your own. 


Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, 
That's kept by a fumbler of quality, 


You muſt rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 


That pleaſure's beit charm is variety; 
P Ys 


Swear her much fairer than all the town, 
Try her and ply her when Cully's gone, 


Dog her and jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, 


And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own. 
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Pie the faireſt of love's foes, 


Though fiercer than a dragon; 
Phyllis, that ſcorns the powder'd beaux, 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 


So long ſhe kept her legs ſo cloſe, 
Till they had ſcarce a rag on. 
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Compell'd thro' want, this wretched maid 
Did fad complaints begin; 
Which ſurly Strephon hearing ſaid, 
It was both ſhame and fin 
To pity ſuch a lazy jade, 
Who'll neither kiſs nor ſpin, 


c 
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DON G 261. By Mr. WILLIAM HAMILTON, 
Tune, The yellow-hair'd Lappis. 


E ſhepherds and nymphs, that adorn the gay 
plain, 
Approach from your ſports, and attend to my ſtrain 
Amongſt all your number, a lover ſo true 
Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : 

She ſmiles when I'm cheerful, but hears not my fighs ; 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an ar, 

Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair, 


J fall at her feet, and implore her with tears; 

Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 

My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 
By night, while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with care, 
I ſtart up in anguith, and ſigh for the fair: 

The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo! 

And only when dreaming imagine my woe. 


T hen 


Then | 
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Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 

Nor think ſhe ſhou'd love, when ſhe cannot admire; 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 
Commend her to heav'n, and thyſelf to the grave. 


— em. _—_—____—_ 


* a 


SONG 262. 


An AL BION Soc. 


N ftrains harmonious ſound the lay 
That ſings of Albion's noble race, 
Whoſe free-born minds will ne'er decay, 

Nor time their glorious deeds deface. 


CHoRkvus. 


In valour matchleſs, heavenly brave; 
We nobly conquer, mildly fave ; 
Nor dangers fear, nor toils we ſhun, 
Honour 1nſpires each Albion ſon. 


In cheerful ranks our bands advance, 
With warlike ardour dare the foe ; 

V. hile haughty Spain and fickle France 
With horror dreads the impending blow. 


Our fleets triumphant ride the main, 
With Albions mann'd, unknown to fear, 
Whoſe fame all nations ſhall proclaim, 
By conqueſts gain'd each warring years 


See Liberty's propitious ſmile, 

And Plenty's copious horn o'erflow, 
To bleſs and guard our native iſle, 
Where artiſts flouriſh, ſcience grow. 


I!luſtriogs 
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IIlluſtrious ſons of Albion line, 

Who thus in legions firm unite, 

Require the all-recording Nine, 

To ſing your deeds and martial might, 
In valour, &c. 


SON G 263. The Fouk NaT10Ns., 


4 1 N vain do poets ſtrive to ſing 
Of hero, patriot, and king, 

That bleſs Great Britain's 11le, 
That bleſs. &c. 

A taſk too hard for any one, 

Unleſs a Homer or Milton; 
They want both words and ſty le, 
They want, &c. 


See crowds of volunteers each day, 

Who cry to Granby, hae away, 

Their laurels to maintain, 

'Their laurels, &c. 

But who comes here that wears the leak ; 

Mcthinks a Welchman, let her ſpeak ; 
Old Priton, what doſt ſay ? 
Old Priton, &c. 


WELCHMAN, 


Why hur name it was Taffy, 
And lookce here now, 

Hur has left hur dear country, 
Hur wife, and her cow, 


Ard wiih kur may never go back to hur houſe, 
Till her ice the French rcgues juſt as ſmall as a mo 


ſe, 
MOL 
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For Taffy can never leave home at hur eaſe, x 

While Frenchmen do rob hur of hur pread and cheeſe: 

Opſhauken, Opdavit, Opmorcan, Opihones; 

Hur never was fright'ned at preaking of bones, 

For Taffy will fight, got's ſplutter and nails, 

For hur king, and hur country, and hur prince of 
Wales; 

And Sawney ſhall help hur, wha's heart ne'er did fail 

To fight with a braid ſword as lang as a flail. 


SCOTCHMAN, 


Brethers! what are ve aboot, 

W ha the deel makes a' this rout ? 
My braid {word it ſhall gee them law, 
O'er the hills and far awaw. 


In me ye ſhall a brether find, 
Deel tauke me gin I laug behind; 


For my braid ſword ay ſhall gee them law, 
O'er the hills and far awaw. 


O gin we meet French face to face, 

We'll gar them run, we'll gee them chace ; 
Wha can purſue them like the lads 

That wear the bonnets, ſwords, and plaids. 
Full or empty, drunk ordry ; 

In vallies laigh, or mountains high, 

Thro' ſimmer's heat and winter's ſnaw, 
We'll a'ways gar them run awaw : 

Then tauke a ccig, and let us ſing, 

Our ſodgers, ſailors, and our king. 


IRISHMAN. 


And Teague ſhall bear chorus, who never did fail 
To fight tor old Ireland, ſing Granavale ; 


King 
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Ling George wears my harp, and my crown, and my 


x ſhield; 


Pm the firſt in the battle, the laſt in the field; 


For the French ſwear that nothing can fright their 
brigades 
80 much as the face of our honeſt poor Teagues. 


I value no 8 e, nor coward a louſe, 

Who ſtrove to break open my mother's old houſe 3 

For Minden has prov'd him a rogue to his face : 

Mahah, mihamalah ! he's now in diſgrace. 

We'll be taking a drink, we'll be joining all four, 

We'll be beating the French were they twenty times 
more z 


And we'll make them cry out Morbleu to their ſhame, 


Or Feelillclillilew, that's all the ſame, 


* 
—_ — 


O N G abs 
F LING away ambition's toys, 


All her charms and empty noiſe; 
Wealth and fame, and pomp and power, 
Pleaſe their vot'ries but an hour. 

We ne'er cloy, nor night nor day, 
Come to us without delay. 


We may ſearch and toi] in vain, 
For ſomething we cannot obtain; 
All who'd be completely wiſe, 
Hither turn your wiſhful eyes: 
They ſhall ne'er let fall a tear, 
Sweet contentment habits here. 


Here no ee lurks within, 
Ours is pleaſure free from ſin; 


Melting 


Meltin 
Moon! 
Hark, 

Awake 
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SONC 


ak 


Some x 
&ood Lo! 
To rob 
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Melting ſcenes, enchanting ſhades, 
Moonlight walks, and fairy glades; 
Hark, the merry, merry wake invites, 
Awake to all its dear delights, 


' Ours is mirth and endleſs cheer, 

We permit no winter here; 

jeſt and Wit that give no pain, 

And wanton Laughter croud our train; 
Stoic Wiſdom bribes our ſlay, 

Hear her not, bat haſte away. 


Hither ye, who pine for love, 

And haunt the lonely willow grove z 
Come and loſe your threat'ning care, 
Here's no room for black depair; 
See the fait-conſenting eye, 

Love himſelf is always by. 


Glittering ſcenes around us riſe, 
Here we Fatt our ears and eyes: 

Vocal woods and ſhady bowers, 
Murmuring ftreams and painted flowers, 
Make with us a laſting ſtay, 

Nymphs and ſhepherds come away, 


SONG 265. The CAN DIDATE“'s Deſcription of 
a true patriotic MEMBER, 


8 OME coblers turn poets to ſerve their great 


friends, 
Some members turn coblers to turn your beſt ends; 
&ood Lord] what mean notions in your members lurk, 
To rob a poor cobler of all cobling work. 


I hope 
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| J hope you'll take care at the genral choic ©, 
i ! To keep up your honour in giving a, voice; 
The man that duth buy you, he muſt alf ſell, 
Fray then chuſe the members that will ſerve you 
ell. 


* 


Pray uſe our endeavours with all your ſweet-hcarts, 
Lo chute out a man of good natural parts, 
To enter e ſtate, and at laſt reach the prize; 

This atility wanting, your man caunot rife, 


J am a freeman, I miv thank my good friend, 

I not only ſtand, but am willing to ſpend ; 

What would you have more to detend your juſt laws, 
Than to empty my bags in your country's caule ? 


* 


I ſtand by myſelf, tho' by you I am rais'd, 

And when I ſtand ſtifffy, by you I am prais'd ; 
This general maxim I cannot think wrong, 

The body's not weak, when the members are tron g. 


Some call me an aſſiſtant, but, by your good leave, 
My family's deſcended from Adam and Eve; 
My greateſt misfortune, I act in dumb ſhow, 
I have not a tongue for to ſay Aye or No. 


What can be more humble, unleſs a plain mouſe, 
My higheft ambition's a little thatch'd houſe ; 

The door in the middle, a wife in her ſmock, 
The door to fall open whenever ] knock, 


Of national good then you need not deſpair, 

If all members, like me, would ſplit but the hair; 
Not lean to each party, nor be led aſtray, 

But puſh at all things in a middling way, 


Some 


1 
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Fo; 


Sin 


Ld 


Dome 
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Some members no ſooner into the houſe get, 
Their votes they will ſell, tho' they pa ty r.ojuft debt; 
All theſe men of honcur will ſwear black is white, 
But a good ſanding member pays bills upon fight, 


My ſweet charming creatures, my dears all in all, 
By you I muſt |: and, and by you I muſt fall; 
Then fill up your claſſes, and cheerfully ſing, 
A {tiff ſtanding member a bleſſing does bring. 


SONG 266. Harry Dicks Dawson. 
RY 
(; OME here, we're all jovial and happy, as hearty 


as hearty can be; 

No ſorrow or care to perplex u from trouble we ever 
are free ; 

Give me the gay fellow in life, who ſeldom a dull 
thought has known, 

That would rather kiſs any man's wife by the one 
half, than he'd his own ; 

Then fill up the glaſſes, dear boys, and make the beſt 
uſe of your time, 

For, believe me, there's nothing ſurpaſſes the joys of 
dear women and wine, 


Since life is at beſt but a ſpan, 'tis as good to be merry 
as not, 

We'll happily live while we can, for ſorrow brings 

nothing but thought ; 

We'll rattle away with the laſſes, and crack a gay flaſk 
with our friends; 

So thus our time merrily paſſes, in taking the world 
as God ſends. 

Then fill up, &c. 


Damn 
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Damn money, tis nothing but traſh, we'll be merry 
tho* ever ſo poor ; 

When we have it we cut a great daſh, when it's gone 
we ne'er think of it more; 

So let me be wealthy or not, my ſpirits are always the 
ſame, 

Quite free of e'ery dull thought, and happy Dick 
Dawſon's my name. 

Then fill up, &c. 


* 
— 
— 1 9 _— 


SONG 267. 
Woman. A Ballad. Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. WorGan. 


The merits of wine with the charms of the 
fair ; 

I appeal to the men to determine between 

A tun-belly'd Bacchus and beauty's fair queen. 


N O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign ; 

For tho” there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile ; 

Tis the mention cf Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more | behold her, the more I admire! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore; 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when a no more. 


How happy our days when with love we engage ! 
Tis the tranſport of youth, 'tis the comfort a je 8 
But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl ? 

Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul ! 


A for, 
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A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink the more thirſty am I: 

From this fair confeſſion, 'tis plain, my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 

But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry! 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt ſpring 
Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—ſhe is the beſt thing. 


Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford ; 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord: 
But woman for ever gives tranſport to man, 

And I'll love the dear ſex—aye, as long as I cat, 


1 


SONG 268. An Apbpress to the LAprIES. 


Sung at RANELAGH., 


7E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolicſome round, | 

Pray tel] me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſexes at once to confound ? 

What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion deſign'd to perplex ? 

Bright eyes were intended to languith, not ſtare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex—dear girls, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex, 


The girl, who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry art to her aid; 

The boſom difplay'd, and the petticoat ſhort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade: 


But 


. — — 


=. 
* 


——ͤ— —— — — — 
— ½˙ w H .d c dâ 2 —— —ä ——_—_—— 


2 


But you, on whom fortune indulgently ſhines, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 

Should lily attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent air—bra\e girls, 
Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 

And Kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the artiſt deſigu'd, 
To ſerve as a model tor you: | 

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal ; 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal—ſweet girls, 
And double, &c. 


The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure z 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and {ure : 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
And put us in tear of our hves, 

You may do very well for ſiſters and aunts 
But, believe me, you'll never be wives—poor girls, 
But, believe me, you'll never be wives. 


SONG 266 A MEDLEY. 


Tune, A COBLER THERE WAS, &C. 


E ſons of the bottle, attend to my muſe, 

Who boldly has ventur'd her ſubjects to chuſe 
From Hogarth's keen pencil, which jultly diſplays 
Ihe foibles frail man ev'ry moment betrays. 

Derry down, &c. 
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Old Time on the clock had proclaim'd the laſt hour, 
When Bacchus begau to exhibit his power; 
Poor Kcaſon was torc'd to take flight from the room, 
And leave Noiſe and Folly their reign to aſſume. 
Derry down, &C, 


A SoLDiER and a SAILOR, &c. 


The captain and phyſician 
Were got in ſtrange diviſion, 
Which had the greateſt ſkill, fir, 
And who the moi did kill, fir, 

When thus began their fray ; 
At length fo high ut roſe, fir, 
From words they fell to blows, fir, 
And toon the fierce ccckade, fir, 
Upon the floor was laid, fir: 

The doctor gain'd the day. 


Rer1cion's a Poliric Law, &c, 


A ruby-fac*d ſon of the church, 
Who thought all religion a hum, 
Had left his poor flock in the lurch 
To tip the glaſs over his thumb: 
The patriarchs (ſaid he) thought no ſhame 
With women and wine to be bleſs'd; 
Then why ſhould not he do the ſame-? 
So merrily drank to the bet, 


The Ass. 


The lawyer ſo arch, with his wig plac'd awry, 
On noddle well fronted with braſs, 

Grins, ſtammers, and hiccups, and cocking his eye, 
Thus makes of his client an aſs: 


« Pe 
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ec The caſe you have told, to be ſure is as clear, 
« As the wine that now ſmiles in the glaſs ; 
& But *zounds ! right or wrong, fir, you need not tg 
«© fear, 
« I'd prove that a horſe 1s an aſs.” 


The Macrie. 


The juſtice more wiſe, 
Who Bacchus defies, 

Sate ſoberly ſoaking his clay; 
From Nelſon and Coke 
He oftentimes ſpoke, 

Then cordially whiff'd it away. 


The YoRksHIRE BALLAD». 


Sir Politick having fix'd all for the belt, 
The balance of power ſoon lull'd him to reſt, 
The beau his weak nerves by caſcading confeſs'd, 
. With a down, down, down, &. 


Give vs GrAss ES, my WENCH, &c. 


To drive away care, 
And baniſh deſpair, 

Thus mortals purſue a wrong courſe g 
The cure they propoſe, 
Too oftentimes grows, 

Than een the diſeaſe itſelf worſe, 
The mirror held up 
Will ſhew in the cup, 

Thoſe ills which make nature decay; 
Let reaſon once more 
Your ſenſes reſtore, 


And happily live while you may. 


SONG 
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A character in Foor's Mayor or GARRAT. 
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SONG 270. A Bir or Tux BROWN. 
Tune, In Sro Rx WE'RE TOLD, &c. 


F whimſical lays, 
Permit me to praiſe 
The colour that bears moſt renown, 
While life I enjoy, 
And pleaſures ne'er cloy, 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, 


— <4” 


Brave boys, &cz 


Some people delight 
In bread that 1s white, 
And greedily ſwallow it down : 
So odd 1s my taſte, 
You may think it ill plac'd ; 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, 


Brave boys, Ke. 


When Engliſhmen dine 
On ſmoaking Sir Loin, 
Some with inſide their palates will crown 3 
Like poor“ jerry Sneak, 
So patient and meek, 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, 


Brave boys, &c, 


Of all the bright toaſts 
That Great Britain boaſts, 


And inflame the gay ſparks of the town ; 
The red, black, and fair, 


Their hearts may enſnare, 
Let me have a bit of the Brown, 


Brave boys, &c. 


* With 
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With wines in great ſtore, 
From Gallia's proud ſhore, 
The wealthy their ſenſes will drown; 
Let me, a poor bard, 
My country regard, 
Contented with Beer nice and Brown, 
Brave boys, &c. 


1 ä — — 
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SONG 271. The ORANGE Wexcu. 


Tune, WHAT CHEER, MY HONEST MESSMATES. 


S leering black-ey'd playhouſe Sal, 
A plump and forward wench, 
With baſket hanging on her arm 
Was tripping o'er each bench : 


In notes ſo ſhrill her trade ſhe cry'd, 


To tempt the beaux and belles; 


« Will ye have ſome oranges, or chips, 


Or elſe ſome numparells.“ 


Voung Buck obſerv'd the ſqualling nymph, 


And as ſhe ſcudded by, 


He ſeiz d her foot, and prais'd it much, 


But ſlipp'd his hand too high: 
The girl to freedoms ſuch as theſe 
Had been accuſtom'd long, 
So let bn ỹgo where'er he pleas'd, 
Nor thought him in the wrong. 


Down by his fide her ſeat ſhe took, 


In hopes her fruit to ſell ; 
And practis'd all her female arts: 
She knew her bufineſs well. 


and 


Tho' all Europe's powers together combine; 


4 
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And while one hand at liberty 
Her hidden charms enjoy'd, 
In rummaging her baſket through 
The other was employ'd. 


He choſe an orange from the reſt, 
My dear, what is the price?“ 
« *Tis ſix-pence, fir; for one ſo fine 
«© That hardly will ſuffice. 
« I carry no commodities 
„ gut what are fit for uſe ; 
« 'Then have it, fir, and take my word 
% You'll find it full of juice.” 


— 
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SONG 272, The Charms Or THE BOTTLE. 


Tune, LEeTHE. 


E mortals, whom trouble and ſorrow attend, 
Whoſe life 1s a ſeries of pain without end ; 
For ever d-priv'd of hope's all-cheering ray, 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day, 
Obey the glad ſummons, the bar-bel] invites, 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights. 


When Poverty enters, an unwelcome gueſt, 
By hard-hearted duns too continually preſs'd; 
When brats begin crying and ſqualling for bread, 
And wife never ſilent—till faſt in her bed. 

Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 
Our brave Britiſh ſailors need ne'er care a jot, 


Surrounded with plenty of ſuch rare grape ſhot. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


M 2 When 
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When Fanny was uſing her nails in Cock-lane, 
And raiſing chimera's in each Briton's brain, 
Had claret been offcr'd the ſpirited ſhe, 


They ſoon might have laid her ſafe in the Red Sea, 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 
Was each dull pedantical text-ſpinning vicar | F 


To leave off dull preaching, and ſtick to his liquor; 

O! how he would wiſh for that power divine, 

To change when he would ſimple water to wine. | þ 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c, : 


If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 

And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe, 

Deſpair not, that pleaſure in Bacchus you'll find, 1 

Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind. 
. Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


B. 

_ Et : 7 — — — 
SONG 273. 

E virgins attend, 1 * N 

Believe me your friend, Q 

And with prudence attend to my plan ; In ſp 

Ne'er let it be ſaid, By C 

There goes an old maid, It &e 

And get marry'd as faſt as you can. The! 

As ſoon as you find ule | 

Your hearts are inclin'd Dia a 

To beat quick at the ſigat of a man; W. 1 

Then ute out a youth 0 * 

With honour and truth, Th 10 

And get marry'd as faſt as you can. en 

For age, like a cloud, 2 one 

Y our charms will ſoon ſhtoul, all > 


And 


und 
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And this whimſical life's but a ſpan; 
'Then, maids, make your hay, 
While Sol darts his ray, 
And get marzy'd as fait as you can. 


'The treacherous rake 
Will artfully take 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan; 
But baffle the ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 
And get marry'd as fait as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, 
The bright flame {till continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings 
'That jealouſy brings, 
But be conſtant and bleſs'd while you can. 


SON G 274. The Fairy. 


1 of yore, when on the plain 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 

By Cynthia's borrow'd filver light; 

It e'er your grandames did amiſs, 

The puniſhment, ye fair, was this. 


Was lady Mary ever known 

To toy with Celadon alone ; 

Did avarice her boſom fill I 
With paſſions ſtrong for dear quadrille ; 

Or dic her heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter'd were her hand: and feet. 


If once too ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, 
Her petticoat too ſhort before; 


M 3 Or 
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Or if to catch the gue ſight, 
She us'd the arts of red and white; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew 
Were ſure to pinch her black and blue, 


Put far more happy days enſue, 

The Britiſh dames of ſixty-two 

Ar not afraid of rigid elves, 

They know no guardians but themſelves ; 
The tell- tale race at length ſabdu'd, 
Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude. 


Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one at pleaſure mad; 

This method I ſhould think the beſt, 
o keep a fairy in your breaſt, 

Whig neter for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too far. 
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S ON G 275. TheWar To win HER, 


Tune, The Way TO KEEP HIM. 


E ſwains who roam from fair to fair, 
V And ſtrive each heart to bind, 
Give ear to what I now declare, 

The precepts of a friend. 
Would you in Venus' wars ſucceed, 
Of baſhfulneſs-be ſure take heed, 
And that's the way to win her. 


When firſt you meet the blooming laſs, 
More ripe than peech or pear, 
Let not the minutes idly pals, 
Of dull delays beware: 
With 


Atlen 
Shoul, 
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With kiſſes ſweet your flame confeſs, i 
Her panting ſnowy boſom preſs, 
And that's the way to win her. 
| 
| 


But ſhould the craſty nymph prove coy, 
Cry, ** Sir, you are rude,” 

Let not thoſe arts your hopes deſtroy, 
By nature all are lewd : 1 

Then ſhilly ſhally never ſtand, 4 

But boidly march up {word in hand, C 
And that's the way to win her. 


And when love's fire you have fann'd, 
And ſhe begins to melt, 

And finds her virtue can't withſtand 
The raptures ſhe has felt, 

Then gently force her to the ſport, 

With reſolution ſtorm the fort, | 
And thar's the way to win her, 


—_— e 
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SONG 276. CV rip Daow:'p, a Drinking Song. 14 


Tune, No longer let whimſical Songſters. 


E roſy-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice, 
Attend to the carrol I now ſhail produce, | 
What ſubje& ſo noble to chant o'er our bowls | 
As that which we know will make happy our fouls ! | 


To make me in love, and appear like an aſs, 

And kneel at the feet of each proud froward laſs, 
The goddeſs of beauty had long ftrove in vain, 

But love, while I've liquor, ſhall nc'er give me pain, 


At 2 quite enrag'd, that a mortal like me, | 
Should laugh at her power and yet remain free ; 
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The urchin, young Cupid, ſhe bade quickly fly, 
And never return till he made me comply. 


The youth left Olympus, to Old England came, 
Diicover'd my haunts, choſe a dart, took his aim; 
Eut cre he had time to purſue his deſign, 

I plung'd him headlong in a hogſhead of wine, 


And now there's an end to that troubleſome boy, 
'The pleaſures of wine we may freely enjoy; 

Let Sol round the globe roll as faſt as he will, 
The bottle aud glats ſhall keep up with him fill, 


* 
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SONG 277. Sung in the RecisTER-Orrice. 


Y ſweet pretty Liogg, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
And wild as 1 kitten, and wild as a kitten: 
'I'hute ey es in your face -O pity my caſe) 
Poor Dermot hath initten, poor Dermot hath ſmitten, 
For ſofter than ik, and as fair as new milk, 
Your lily-white hand is, yourlily-white hand is: 


Your ſh:pe's like a pail ; from your head to your tail, 


You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're {trait as a wand is. 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curlic g hair is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil: 
Your breath is as iweet too as any potatoe, 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville, 


When dr is' in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſe, 


So nimble, io friſky ; ſo nimble, ſo friſky : 


AH 61 +our cheek (tis ſo ſoft and fo ſleek) 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 
whitky. 


I grunt and J pine, and I fob like a ſwine, 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel: 


No 
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No reſt can I take; and aſleep or awake 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give over; nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle; 
Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 
Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 


——— — — — 


8 ON 278. 5 q 


3 IS woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts: ; 

Her very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, | 
She wricks us of our money with our hearts : 

For her, like wolves, by night we roam for prey, | 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 

For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty muſt be feed into our arms, 


— 6 
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„ SONG 279. 


F the heart of a man is depreſs'd with cares, þ 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; f 
Ltke the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes our ſpirits, and charms our ears, 
Roſes and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, 
ö : With bliſſes, 
| And kiſſes, 
Diſſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe, 


M 5 SONG 
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S ON G 280. 
OUTH's the ſeaſon made for joy, 


Love 1s then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's a flower deſpis'd in decay. 
Youth's the ſeaſon, &c. 


Let us drink and ſport to day, 
Our's is not to-morrow z 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age 1s nought but ſorrow. - 
Dance and fing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring, 
Let us drink, &c. 


— cm 
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SONG 281. 


HF medces of the court fo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they let cut for what they can get. 
"Tis true, you find 
Some ſriends ſe kind, 
Who will give you geod counſel themſelves to defend, 
In ſorrowful ditty, 
They promiſe, chey pity; 
But ſhift you for money from friend to friend, 


SONG 
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SONG 282. 


1 charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow!) 

I go, undiſmay'd—for death is a debt, 

A debt on demand — ſo take what I owe, 


Then farewel, my love dear charmer, adieu! 
Contented I die — tis the better for you: 

Here end all diſputes the reſt of our lives, 

For this way at once I pleaſe all my wives. 


SONG 283. 


INCE laws are made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others, as well as in me, 
I wonder we han't better company 
Upon 'Tyburn tree ! 


But gold from law can take out the ſting; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 

*T would thin the land, ſuch numbers to ſtring 
Upon Tyburn tree! 


SONG 284. 


HUS I ſtand, like a Turk, with my doxies 
around ; 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound ; 
For black, brown, and fair his inconſtancy burns, 


And different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 
. M 6 Each 
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Each calls forth her charms to provoke his deſires, 


Though willing to all, with but one he retires ; 

But think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 

The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow. ' 
But think of this maxim. 


SONG 285. Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, in 


THOMAS AND SALLY. 


be SOM plowing the ocean and thraſhing Mon- 
fieur, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates, halloo boys, vhat 
= cheer, 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ? 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to ſcare us, no doubt, 
And to cut us and flaſh us—Morblicu | 
But hold there, avaſt! they were plaguely out, 
We have ſlic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence 
know, 
Yen invaders ſhall ſoon do you right ; 
'The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Yeur damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 

Ard let all your ftrite be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the belt. 


A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gypſies look to't ; 
Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpect, 
Ard our pockets well laden to boot. 
The 


Wit! 


But 
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The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 

But ' ware thoſe fair colours, For better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


* 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, no faction afraid: 

May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm; 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe fail ; 


No ignorant pilots e'er fit at the helm, P | 


Or her anchor of liberty fail. £5 


SONG 286. Sung by Mr. BEARD. 


E T gay ones and great 
Make the molt of their fate ; 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run; 
Well, who cares a jot? 
I envy them not, 


While I have my dog and my gun, 


For exerciſe, air, 

To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 

The bliſſes I find, 

No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite, 
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l | T] 
1 | TILL in hopes to get the better 
4 Of my ſtubborn fate I try ; & 
I | Swear this moment to forget her, 
| And the next my oath deny. 
I 
y Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, — 
3 Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; Th 
C Then relapſing fly to meet her, Th 
E And confeſs myſelf her ſave. 
; * | Sec 
, 2 +7 [ 
| a 1 
3 1 
þ | HEN you meet a tender creature, _ 
i Neat in limb, and fair in feature, Th 
= Full of kindneſs and good nature; | 
3 Prove as kind again to the ; Hoy 
4 Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, N 
In your boſom, warm and preſs her, 'Th: 
= Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, v 
And be as fond, as ſond can be. Th 
: [| 'Tha 
+ But if one you meet that's froward, The 
: | Saucy, jilting, and untoward, | And 
= Should you act the whining coward, 
= *T'is to mend her ne'er the whit; Yet, 
F Nothing tough enough to bind her, * 
4 Then a-gog, when once you find her, y 
F Let her go and never mind her; wy 
F Hcart alive you're fairly quit. | Shal 
1 And 
4 The 
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S O N G 289. 
The SarLor. Sung by Mrs. Vixczxr, at Marybone, 


INCE loſt to peace of mind ſerene, 
I drag my chain in fruitleſs hope, 
I'll court each melancholy ſcene, 

And give my ſorrows their full ſcope. 
My lovely, ſprightly, gallant tar, 
Who ſports with fierce deſtructive war, 
Think what I feel, where'er thou art, 
Think of thy Mary's breaking heart. 


Secure thy dancing caſtle rides 

Upon the boſom of the deep, 
The ſtormy wind and wave abides, 

And navigation bids thee ſlcep; 
But balmy l.eep and downy reſt 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt, 
When jealous fears like mine ſhall prove 
The truth of my dear ſailor's love. 


Hope, doubt, and fear, and winds and waves 
More dreadful to the love-toſs'd mind, 

Than thoſe the ſkilful ſeaman braves, 
Who leaves pale care and grief behind. 

'Th' adventurous maid embark'd like me, 

That fails on ſuch a troubled ſea, 

The ocean's rage would gladly meet, 

And in its depths ſeek a retreat. 


Yet, O be till, my frantic brain, 

Let reaſon whiſper to thy fears, 
My failor may return again, 

Crown'd with ſucceſs to dry my tears; 
When fame, and all her gaudy charms, 
Shall yield him to my longing arms, 
And one bleſs'd hour together blend 
ke lover, hero, huſband, friend, 


CuoRrkvs, 
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CHORUS. 


Britannia, hail, thou mighty queen, 


The ſtrength, the power, the ſeas are thine, 
Long may thy pow'r on juſtice lean, 
To be preſerv'd they muſt combine: 
To courage fvgly ne'er reſor!, 
For virtue 1s thy true ſupport; 
*Tis that alone can ſtrength maintain, 
Be virtuous, and for ever xeign. 


— — 


SONG 290. On St. Davip's Day. 


OLD winter with an icy face, 
Thou bid'ſt us once farewel, 
And man- like March to take his place, 
One month with us to dell. 
He's brother to ſweet April ſhow'rs, 
And uſher to ſweet May, 
And in his hat he wears a leek 
Upon St. David's day. 


When Julius Cæſar with his force 
Did frit invade this land, 

The Welſhmen bold, with foot and horſe, 
Did his proud force withſtand, 

A tribute he from them did ſeek, 
Which they refus'd to pay, 

That makes the Welſhmen wear their leek 
Upon St. David's day. 


'Then after them the Saxons came, 
Whom Eſſex to obtain, 

And with an army well prepar'd, 
The kingdom for to gain, 


Both 


* 
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Both towns and cities went to rack, 
While S2xons bore the ſway : 

At length the Welſhmen drove them back 
Upon St. David's day. 

And after them the Danes came in, 
That proud uſurping foe, 

At Wincheſter they did begin 
This land to overflow; 

Till captain Lloyd, that Welſhman bold, 
Did ſee their lives decay, 

And conquer'd all the Daniſh crew 
Upon St. David's day. 


When crock-back Rickard wore the crown, 
As regent of this land, 

No policy could pull kim down, 
Nor his proud force withſtand ; 

Till Henry Richmond enter'd Wales, 
Whom Weiſhmen did obey, 

And conquer'd him in Boſworth field 
Upon St. David's day. 


In Jacobus let Spaniards boaſt, 
St. Dennis was for France, 
St. Patrick for the weſtern coaſt, 
Now Welſhmen bold advance. 
So let St. George fill wield the ſword, 
And David bear the ſway; 
Welſhmen wear leeks with one accord 
Upon St. David's day. 
The Welſhmen they were always true, 
And with a full conſent 
They gave their king and prince their due, 
And lov'd their preſident. 
So jovial bleſſings be on thoſe lads 
That gain the boldeſt ſway, 
The lord may bleſs their merry hearts 
& The. keep St. David's day. 
OP SONG 
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SONG 291. The SYCAMORE SHADE. A Ballad, 
Sung by Mrs. PIX ro. Set by Dr. ARNE. 


OTHER day as I ſat in the ſycamore ſhade, 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, 
I trembled-I bluſh'—a poor innocent maid ! 
And my heart caperd up to my tongue. 
Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! What a flutter is here ! 
Young Damon deſigns you no il; 
The ſhepherd's fo civ i! you've nothing to fear, 
Then pr'ythee, fond urchin, he Rill, 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded No more! 

But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 
I could not begrudge him a ſcore. 

My lambl:ins I've kiis'd, and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill : 

Eut Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie till. 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade, 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there. 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
III die ere I bid it lie fill, * 


— 


ä 


— Up 


SON G 292. Sung by Mr, Verxon, 
Set by Mr. ARNOLD. 
1 Phœbus ſhall peep on the freſh budding flow'r, 
Or blue-bells are re bb*'d of their dew; 


Sleep on my Maria while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There 
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There roſes an jes'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle t: copy thy hue 

The lily to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 
How faint its reſemblance of you. 


With ſweets of thy breath, the hedge vi'let ſhall vie 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 

The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the ſloe for thine eye, 
Vet nature paints nothing like you. 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare 
Tie truth of my well-belov'd ſhe; 
Vhoſe hands if to touch it, bold ſliepherds ſhou'd 
dare, 
Wou'd ſhriuk from all others but me. 


SON G 293. The PrLORIUAu. 
From the original ITALIAN. 


* penance for paſt folly, 

A pilgrim blithe and jolly, 
Sworn foe to melancholy, 

Set out ſtrange lands to ſee; 
With cockle ſhells on hat brim; 
Stafs, beads, and ſcrip, in that trim, 
Befitting cf a pilgrim, 


Begging for charity, 


With unſhod fect he traces 
His way through wilds and chaces, 
And ſandry diſmal places, 
In hopes ſome roof to ſee ; 
p But when that he could find 
No houſe nor hut to go to, 
Was ever pilgrim put ſo 
To it for charity. 
8 But 
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But now, when moſt dejected, 


Kind heaven, when leaſt expected, 


A maiden's ſteps directed, 

Whence come you, ſir? ſays ſhe. 
Full many a weary nep, ſweet, 
And all with theſe poor bare feet, 
O could I by your help, meet 

Lodging for charity. 


With courteous voice and accent, 
Says ſhe, I fee you're quite ſpent, 
Yet What I ſay is well meant, 
Pray lodge to- night with me. 
This favour is exceſſive; 
No ſpceches, fir, while I live, 
If I have aught I can give, 
Tis given in charity. 


He ey'd her charms whilſt eating, 
And called her love and ſweeting, 


And many a tender greeting, 


So kind a heart had he. 
Kind fir, ſays ſhe, you're tir'd, 
"Tis time you were retir'd, 

Nor beds nor rooms are hir'd, 

But lent in charity. 


My tenement 1s brittle, 
And 1s, I fear, too little, 
It fits me to a tittle, 

So in at once went he. 
Through many a town and city 
I've been, and O! the pity, 
Ne'er met a room ſo pretty, 

Nor ſo much charity. 


Nine 
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RECITAIIV E. 


HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent ſtand, 
My ſons (began the ſage). be this the rule; 
No brow auitere mult dare approach my ſchool, 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within ; 
Old Care be gone! here ſadneſs is a ſin. 


4% i 


Tell me not the joys that wait 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's great: 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe: 

The queen that gives ſof: wiſhes birth, 

And Bacchas, god of wine and mirth, 22 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, 

] was born for them alone: 

Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 

Give 'em to the tools J hate. 


But let love, let life be mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay 
Gaily let the minutes flu, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy: 
So ſhall love and life be mine; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 
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SONG 296. By F. Fa WT ES, A. M. 


EAR Tom this brown jug that now foams with 
mild ale, 
(in which J will drink to ſweet Nan of the Vale) 
Was once Toby Fhilpot's, a thirſty old foul, 
As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl. 
In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excel, 
Ard among jolly topers he bore off the bell— 
Bell, he Lore of the bell. 


It chanc'd as in dog-days he ſat at his eaſe, 

In his fow'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a fiend and a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he dy'd, full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body when long in the ground it had lain, 

And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug; 

Now facred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale. 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the Vale 
Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


ili. —— — 
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SONG 297. Naxrcy Pires. 


HEN heart and head are crack'd with care, 
With more than heart and head can bear, 
There's nothing can thoſe cracks repair, 
Like this my Nancy Piper, 


W hat 
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What 1s man without his mate, 
Jack for Gill, and Tom for Kate, 
Each for each was form'd by fate, | 
And I for Nancy Piper, 


A bowl of punch will make you gay, 
But when the fumes are paſs'd away, 
Your joys are gone, your ſorrows ſtay, 
Not ſo with Nancy Piper, 


In her the beſt ingredients meet, 
Not weak and ſour, and ſtrong and ſweet, 
But beſt retin'd, and ſpirits neat, 
Are found in Nancy Piper. 


Old Time, that thicf, will ſteal your prime; 

To ſteal from him will be no crime, 

Of all his cares, let's cheat old 'Time, 
By the help of Nancy Piper. 


Then come, my Nancy, trip away, 
To-morrow's grief will kill to-day, 
And drive out care with dance and ptay, 
And thus we'll pay the Piper. 


3 a — _ —  ———_— — —— _ 
SONG 298. Hunrtins. 


ARK! away! *tis the merry-ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn: 
o the hills and the woodlands we ſteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


CrorkRus of HunTsSMEN. 


And all the day long, 
This, this is our ſong ; 
Still 
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SONG 296. By F. Fa wI ES, A. M. - 
EAR Tom this brown jug that now foams with 

mild ale, | PS 

(tn which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the Vale) Bu 

Was once Toby Philpot's, a thirſty old ſoul, Yo 


As &er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl. 
In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 4 
Ard among joliy topers he bore off the bell ; "= 

Bell, he Lore of the bell. WW: 


No 

; Bu 
It chanc'd as in dog-days he ſat at his eaſe, 
In kis Row'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a iriend and a pipe, putting ſorrow away, 01. 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, To 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, Of 
And he dy d, full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 
His body whcn long in the ground it had lain, The 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, To. 
A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, Ant 


And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug; 

Now facred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale, 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the Vale— a 
Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 
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SONG 297. Naxcy PI ER. 


HEN heart and head are crack'd with care, To. 
With more than heart and head can bear, 
There's nothing can thoſe cracks repair, 
Like this my Nancy Piper, 
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A bowl of punch will make you gay, 
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What 1s man without his mate, 
Jack for Gill, and Tom for Kate, 
Each for each was form'd by fate, 
And I for Nancy Piper, 


But when the fumes are paſs'd away, 
Your joys are gone, your ſorrows ſtay, 
Not ſo with Nancy Piper, 


In her the beſt ingredients meet, 
Not weak and ſour, and ſtrong and ſweet, 
But beſt refin'd, and ſpirits neat, 
Are found in Nancy Piper. 


Old Time, that thicf, will ſteal your prime; 

To ſteal from him will be no crime, 

Of all his cares, let's cheat old 'Time, 
By the help of Nancy Piper, 


Then come, my Nancy, trip away, 
To-morrow's grief will kill to-day, 
And drive out care with dance and play, 
And thus we'll pay the Piper. 


—— — — — — 
SONG 298. Huxrins. 85 


ARK! away! 'tis the merry-ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn: 
Jo the hills and the woodlands we ſteer, 

To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


Cnokus of HuxrSsMuEN. 4, 


And all the day long, $4 
This, this is our ſong ; * 
Still 
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Still hallowing 
And following, 


So ſrolic and free; 
Our joys knows no bounds, 


While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth are ſo happy as we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills they all echo, hillo! 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, 
Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies. 
And all the day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or chmb 

Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, 

What a joy from our labours we feel ? 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the day long, &c. 


At night when our labour is done, 
Then we will go hallowing home, 
With a hallo, hallo, and a huzza, 
Reſolving to meet the next day. 
And all the day long, &c. 


" aw 
SON G 299. 


Woman for Max: addreiled to the Bachelors. 


INE, wine we allow the brik fountain of 


mirth, 
Ic frights away care, and gives jollity birth; 


Yet while we thus freely great Bacchus approve, 


Let's pay the glad tribute to Venus and love; 


For do what you will, nay, or ſay what you can, 
Wuo loves not a woman, the wretch is no man. 


p 
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To the charms of that ſex let us cheerful reſign | 
Our youth and our vigour, they're better than wine; . 
There's merit, I own, in a gay ſparkling glaſs, 1 4 
But can it compare with a lovely kind lais ? 
No, it cannot compare, you may ſay what you can, 
Who prefers not a woman, the wretch 1s no man. 


Th' enchantments of beauty what force can repel, 
The eye's powerful magic, the boſom's ſoft ſwell, 
The look fo endearing, the kind melting kiſs? 
The enjoyments of love, are all rapture and bliſs : 
Then who woman refuſes rejeQs nature's plan; 


He may ſay what he will, but the wretch is no man, 


May ſcandal, misfortune, and direful diſgrace, 
Be the portion of all th' effeminate race; 
Like-England what nation on earth can they find, 
Whoſe nymphs are ſo fair, ſo inviting, and kind? 
Then who woman refuſes rejects nature's plan, 
May they ſuffer like brutes, nor be pity'd by man. 


From a ſtriking example my moral ſhall ſpring, 
Mho'd act like a man, let him copy his king; 
Like George, in his youth (the gay ſpring-tide of life) 


Let ev'ry good fellow now take him a wife; 
When by Hymen you're bleſt, reſt ſecurely, for then 
You'll have nothing to do, but to prove yourſelves 
men. 
of SONG zoo. 


AVE women and wine there is nothing in life 
5 That can bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it; 
When the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with 

care, 

Dear women and wine only cure it. 

To N 2 Come 
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Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women and 
wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them : 
He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them, 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and ſound, my dear 
Jack, 
To heighten our am'rous fires; 
Our girls plump and ſound ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 
And gratify all our deſires. 


8 ON G 301. 
AIL, England, old England, for glory re- 


nown'd, 
In arms, as in arts ſo tranſcendently crown'd, 
Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties to break; 
*Tis thine to revenge, when that honour's at ſtake z 
Then now rouze, ye brave, draw the ſword, point 
the lance, 
And bid the bold cannon hurl thunder to France, 


Cu 0O0k-vY bk 


Huzza! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons! to conqueſt 
purſue ; 


For the trumpet of vit'ry's uplifted for you. 


Hark ! Truth ſpeaks already, our heroes prevail ; 
The rouz'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale: 
Thy cunning, O France! its own fate will decree; 
Succeſs, lo! dawns on us by land and by ſea: 
And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 
To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny. 


Huzza, &c. 
Britannia 


ia 
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Britannia rejoices your ardour to ſee 
My ſons, fight, ſhe cries, *tis for Freedom and me; 
Tho' Gallic ambition alliance explore; 
You've conquer'd them now, whom you've conquer'd 

before; 
And Triumph theſe truth to all nations ſhall ſing, 
The ocean 1s George's, and George 1s our king. 


Huzza, &c. 


— 


SON 4302. 


Tune, If he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw. + 


O think on one's follies, ſometimes, is but 
right; 
And reflection is good, tho? there's nothing got by't: 
How many ways mortals purſue after bliſs! 
But ſtill the genteeleſt is keeping a Miſs: 
The prudent are conſtant to one, and no more; 
But I, like a blockhead, muſt dabble with four; 
JI tell you their names, tho? you'll call me a rake: 
Miſs-fortune, Miſs-conduct, Miſs-chance, and Miſs- 
take. 


Four jilts ſo deſtructive, four brimſtones ſo bad, 

By Jove were ſufficient to drive a man mad: 

Tho jealouſy oft makes the fair diſagree, 

Yet theſe all united in kindneſs to me ; 

In life's wanton paths they ſeduc'd me to ſtray, 

And ſeem'd to ſpread flow'rs of delight in my way, 

So ſimple was I, I'd have dy'd for the ſake 

Of Miſs-fortune, Miſs- conduct, Miſs-chance, and 
Miſs-take. 


At length fair Diſcretion, with Reaſon combin'd, 
Thus whiſper'd advice, and it dwelt on my mind: 
N 3 You've 
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You've ſurely not got 'em for better for worſe ; 

Get at once into bus'neſs, you'll get a divorce. 

I thought *twas my duty to part with 'em too; 

Becauſe they ſo long had detain'd me from you : 

And now, do but ſmoak, and J'll ever forſake 

Miſs-forzune, Miſs- conduct, Miſs-chance, and Miſs- 
take, 


SONG 4303. 
To the Tune of Rac-Fair. 


LD bards have ſung how we could boaft 
Of places much renown'd, 
For bloody battles won and loſt, 
And royal monarchs crown'd : 
But all thoſe deeds this age exceeds, 
'They are not worth regarding, 
Some have declar'd, when once compar'd 
With famous Covent-Garden. 


Firſt here's a church ſam'd Jones did build, 
For people to be good in; 

Where ſermons, you may hear, are fill'd 
With reaſons, like a pudding; 

Though with his clack, the man in black 
Is ſometimes very clever ; 

Yet I've been told, both young and old 
Return as wiſe as ever. 


And not far off great Shakeſpeare's ſhade 
His court is always keeping; 

Vhere Comedy is laughing made, 
And Tragedy is weeping. 


Here 


VL 
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Here Romeo ſighs, and Hamlet dies, 
And brave Othello's undone ; 
To pleaſe the folks, here's Shuter's jokes, 
Or elſe the cries of London, 


The Bedford next my muſe has found, 
A ſight that's worth our taking; 

Where Hobſter cries, with plcating found, 
« Freſh coffee, fir, is making.“ 

Here's buſkin'd beaus, in rich-lac'd cloaths, 
Like lords and ic ures bluſter, 


Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, fools, and wits, 


An odd ſurpriſing cluſter, 


Now further let us ſteer our courſe, 
The Auction- room invites us, 

Where Langford talks till he grows hoarſe, 
And gapes as if he'd bite us. 

«© Lot number one, ' tis finely done, 
„The head of cardinal Fleury; 

46 Guineas a ſcore, I aſk no more, 
« *'Tis worth it, I'Il aſſure you.“ 


Round Hunter's door young ſurgeons ſtand, 


Like crows for carrion waiting; 


Within behold the butchering band 
On blood and bones debating. 

The doctor thus you hear diſcuſs, 
« A larger vein here ſeen is, 

« Which from the root begins to ſhoot, 
« And runs quite through the penis,” 


Here Venus? ſons, more nice than wiſe, 
To Douglas's retire; 
Who often from love's banquet riſe, 
As ſparks aſcend from fire. 
N 4 
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Here juſtice too appears in view, 
With bandage o'er her peepers, 

And ſword held out, both long and ſtout, 
To guard the brothel-keepers. 


Here's bullies, gamblers, bawds, and whores, 
Who daily do enſnare men ; 

Thief-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
With Welch and Iriſh chairmen: 

And trav'lers, who the world go through, 
Have given atteſtation ; 

So ſtrange a place you cannot trace 
In any other nation, 


— — 


SON G 304. The RI DDTE. 


M a hole that's too narrow when firſt I am try'd, 
I Yet the thing I am made for can ſtretch me out 
wide; ä 
Tho' at the firſt entrance perhaps I may teaze ye, 
Soon after I commonly prove for to pleaſe ye. 


I'm long in my ſhape, and my depth can't be found, 
But when I'm ſtretch'd open, my form is more round; 
'Tho' I'm nothing but mouth, yet no teeth can you find, 
I am chiefly before, tho* I'm ſometimes behind. 


And as for colour; if e'er you have ſeen 

The whimſical coat of the ſtage Harlequin, 

It's white, and it's red, and it's black, and it's brown, 
Not a colour on that but on me may be found. 


Some whimſical fogls, who quite bare choſe to have 
me, 
An act in their favour petition'd there might be: 
Then 
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Then the k—g and the ſtate took me into their care, 
And declard with one voice they would chooſe me 
with hair. 


I was form'd in an inſtant, but was not complete; 
There was ſomething ſtill wanting they found out not 
et; 
Then the members roſe up, all like creatures be- 
witch'd, 
And cry'd, It's worth nothing, if *tis not well ſtitch'd. 


To modeſt folks ears I would give no offence ; 

Tho? the meaning is double you may draw from 
hence, 

You may think what you will, but my ſong's not 
obſcene, 

For 'tis nought but a button-hole, troth, that I mean, 


p 


SONG 3os. 


S Wit, joke, and Humour, together were ſat, 
With liquor a plentiful ſtock, 
Still varying the ſcene with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawl'd, Paſt twelve o'clock. 


At that hour, I've read, oft ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright: 

Juſt then, in that inſtant, one enter'd the room, 
An ancient, pale-fac'd meagre ſprite, 


The phantom appear'd, and the candles burnt blue, 
Wit and Humour began then to ſtare : 

Cries out Joke—Look'e, friends, this is nothing new, 
Behold !—ſce, *tis only old Care, 


N 5 I knew 
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Iknew he would tell us, twas Time ſent him here, 
And tell us *tis time to be gone; 
But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 
We'll finiſh him ere it be one, 


They quickly agreed, and about it they went, 
Reſolving of Care to get free; 

Wit mov'd it—and ftrait they all join'd in conſent 
To lay the ghoft in the Red Sea, 


Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank off, 
And fav'rite toaſts they went round ; 

When Humour, well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh: 
Quoth he, How Care looks now he's drown'd. 


When loud ſhouting began, huzza they all cry'd, 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt ; 

Fill your bumper around, let this be your pride, 
To ſing, laugh, and drink to the beſt. 


Now their blood running high at a conqueſt fo 
great, 
To finging and drinking they fix ; 
With the ſun they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at fix. 


— —_— 


SON G 306. 


OM Ramble, a rake of true catholic hope, 
Who rely'd on ſalvation by faith in the pope; 
Wick ſome qualms of contrition one morning was 
taken, 
Aud his conſcience declar'd, it was high time to 
reckon. 


His 
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His ſteps to a convent our gallant addreſs'd, 

To pour his tranſgreſſions in Dominic's breaſt; 

He tore his lac'd ruffles, diſgrac'd his toupee, 

He broke his couteau, and he dropp'd on his knee, 


RAE E. 


O father! loft peace to a ſinner reſtore 

Theſe pieces are many, my treſpaſſes more; 
Thus ſaying a purſe from his pocket he loos'd ; 
Which, ey'd by the father, this anſwer produc'd: 


FR IAR. 


Son, truſt our good mother, ſhe'll always confer 
Indulgence to thoſe who're indulgent to her; 

Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their ſouls; 
The church has remiſſion while you have piſtoles. 


RAR E. 


A ſhepherdleſs, harmleſs and young, I betray'd ; 

J found her, ah! with I had left her a maid : 

This brought the repentance, this brought the de- 
light; | Shaking the purſe. 

Take, take, holy father, this fend from my ſight. 


The friar obey'd, and took charge of the booty; 
Obedience, you know, was a branch of his duty; 
So was poverty, too, but (aurum accepit) 

I hope you don't think his intent was to keep it. 


But left a bad tale by its length be made worſe, 
The friar well weighing the caſe—and the purſe, 

I find not, ſaid he, any cauſe of alarm 

You initruQed the ignorant—where was the harm? 


RAKE. 


The charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurprize; 
How gloomy her grief, but how bright were her 
eycs! 


N 6 No 
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No ſecond enjoyment ſhe ſwore to allow: 
I kiſs'd off her tears, and, oh! cancell'd her vow. 


FRIAR. 


Mere charity, ſir, had oblig'd you this; 
To comfort the widow can ne'er be amiſs, 


RAE E. 


An Hugonot's conſort next fell to my ſhare; 

In ſhort, fir, I raviſh'd the obſtinate fair: 

Her huſband intruded, and fell in the ſtrife; 

I robb'd her of her honour, and him of his life. 


F RIA R. 


Piſh ! let not ſuch trifles your mind incommode z 
To take from the heretic's giving to God, 


RAE E. 8 
To a beautiful nun I my love did reveal; 
She open'd her breaſt, and I open'd her cell: 
She open'd, O heavens! 


FRIAR. 


Damnation and hell! 
Mark, mark it in black, ye ſacred recorders; 
What! lie with a nun, and not be in orders! 
No prayers, no alms, can atone for this evil; 


Down, down to damnation, down, down to the 


devil. 


Tom took up his purſe, and away crept the monk; 


One ſneak'd to his gruel, and one to his punk. 


— 
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AREWELL to Lochaber, and farewel, my Jean, 


Where heartſome with thee I've many days been : 


For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
Theſe tears that I ſhed they are a' for my dear,” 
And no for the dangers attending on weir ; 
Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be.to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho? hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev'ry wind, 


They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind; 


Tho” loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 


That's naething like leaving my love on the ſhore ; 
To leave thee behind me my heart 1s fair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd; 


And beauty and love's the reward of he tr, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave, 


Then glory, my Jenny, maun plead my excuſe ; 


Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And, without thy favour, I'd hetter not be ! 

I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


— 


— — 


* 


SONG 308. 
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OT far from town a country 'ſquire, 
An open hearted blade, 
Had long confeſs'd a ſtrong deſire 
To Lit the chamber-maid, 
To kiſs the chamber-maid : 


>> — weed — 1—— —xꝛ T—T— 
FT. hs - — — 
- 


f 
Cor” ] 


One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, 5 
He led her to the ſhade, 
And all beneath the mulb'ry- tree, | þ 


He kiſs'd the chamber-maid, 
He kiſs'd the chamber-maid. 


The parſon's ſpouſe, from window high, 
The am'rous pair ſurvey'd, 

And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
She'd been the char:ber-maid ; 

When all was o'er, poor Betty cry'd, 
Kind fir, I'm much afraid, 

That woman there will tell your bride, 
You've kiſs'd her chamber-maid, 


The 'ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 
That ſhe might not upbraid, 


And inſtantly the lady brought, But 
Where he had kiſs'd her maid ; To 
Then all beneath the mulb'ry-tree We 
Her ladyſhip was laid, 
And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was ſhe, 
Juſt like her chamber-maid. Our 
| And 
Next morning came the parſon's wife, Whi 
For ſcandal was her trade, 
I ſaw your *ſquire, ma' am, on my life, p 
Great with your chamber-maid : ut 1 
When, cry'd the lady, where and how? os 


III ſoon diſcharge the jade: 
Beneath the mulb'ry- tree, I vow, | ( 
Ile kiſs'd your chamber-maid. 


This falſhood, ery'd her ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe degrade, 
Twas I chenc'd there to make a ſlip, 
And not my chamber-maid ; 

| Both 


oth 
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Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not truſting what was ſaid, 
And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
'i he pretty chamber-maid, 


SONG 30% 


HEN 5d roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's 
ood, 
It enncbled our veins, and enricked our blood ; 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good: 
O the roalt beef of Old England ! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 


But fince we have learn'd from all-conquering France 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 


We're fed. up with nothing—but vain complaiſance : 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


—— 
_ — > 
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Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong, 
O the roalt beet, &c. 


— Eo 


: —— 


But now we are dwindled to—whas ſhall I name ? 
A ſneaking poor race, half begotten—and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame: 


— 
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O the roaſt beef, &c. q 
144 
When good quecn Elizabeth ſat on the throne, +3] 
Ere coffee, or tea, cr ſuch ſlip-ſlops were known, T5 
The world was in terror, if e'er ſhe did frown : TR 
O the roaſt beet, &c, | 3 

17 
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Inthoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 


As witneſs the vaunting armada of Spain : 
O the roaſt beef, &c. * 


Oh! then they had ſtomachs to eat and to fight, 


And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 


right; 


But now we're a pack of—I could — but good night! 


O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef ! 


SON G 310. By J. CN NIN GEHA. 


YLVIA, on her arm reclining, 
In a ſhady grove's retreat, 
Lay in looſe attire, deſigning, fa, la, Ia, &c. 
'To avoid the ſultry heat. 


Tho' unveil'd, ſhe thought no ſtander- bye 
Could view the lovely fair, 


While young Zephyrs came and fann'd her, fa, 


la, &c- 
Beauteous face with fragrant air. 


There the blooming nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for her abſent ſwain, 

There extended ſhe lay wanting, fa, la, &c. 
Him to eaſe her love-ſick pain, 


Soon the happy youth, who won her, 
To the kind retreat drew near; 

And in tranſport gaz d upon her fa, la, &c. 
Charms — 01 in lumber there, 


Love 


An 
Till 1 
An 
At he; 
Anc 
Fond 
*T 1: 
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Love perſuaded *twas no fin to 
Vent his flame without debate, 
So he boldly enter'd into, fa, la, &c. 
Tales of love with Sylvia ſtrait. 


* 


— — 


SONG 311. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro” the night, 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light; 
To courts be gone, heart-ſootliing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen, 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay ; 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouze yon nodding grove, 

Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid] love: 

At her approich the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd green— 

Fond bird! 'tis not the morning breaks; 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 
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Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Where cives diſportive play, 

The ſeſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; 

Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin qucen; 

The nymplis and ſo ains, exultirg, cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


* 
— — 3 


SON G 312. Tune, Gzro DosBin. 


OME, Roger, and liſten to where I have been; 
Ize tell thee what wonderful zights I have zeen, 
Such places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity call'd fair London town. 
O brave London! O ſweet London! 
In that famous zity call'd fair London town. 


Tune, Jonx and BETTY. 


Firſt, you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zity; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple“ bar, 
The wax-work pretty. 


Tune, I mape Love ro KaTE. 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul, 
'Tho? thouſands I did zee, 
"Twas bigger than 'em all: 
And up the winding ſtairs 
Amaz'd we did aſcend ; 
So many, wound! I thought 
We ne'er ſhould zee an end: 


But 


kN hey 


1 
But how gap'd and ſtar'd, 
Wen to the top we came; 
Had you been in my place, 
hy, you'd have done the ſame, 


Tune, Tou Loves MART PASSINGWZIL. 


To Guild-hall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there, 
To bid the French defiance : 
That when they heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me: 
I'cod I did not like ſuch vun; 
J was afraid they'd eat me. 


Tune, STick A PIN TUERI. 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 

The lions, the armour, and crown to behold ; 

When the ſhow-man, at laſt, bid the laſles ſo fair 
In old Harry's pincuſhion flick a pin there. 


Tune, My rFonD SHEPHERDS OF LATE, &c. 


Back to Weſtminſter-abbey we ſtray'd, 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens, and tombs ; 
But I never zaw zince I was made 
Such a number of deadly high rooms : 
Then the organs play up too fo fine; 
What the boys ſung I underitood no t; 
But the people in chorus did join, 
That in heav'n I thought I was got. 


Tune, The ATTic FIE. 
At play-houſe, too, I did admire 


A man who walk'd upon a wire, 
As tho f it was the ground; 


And 
It 
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And then, the zails of our mill, ; 
When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtand ſtill, 
So faſt he did turn round, 


Tune, Kitty FELL. 


But now the time, alas! was come, 
When I muſt think of going home; 
Ah me! unhappy clown; 
I dreamt of what I had zeen all night, 
And early by the morning light 
I left dear London town. 
Charming London ! happy London ! 
Adieu, dear London town ! 


SON G 313. 
The MippLINOG Way. By G. A. SrEVENS. 
To the Tune of Derry Down. 


ARM and wanton cne night by her huſband's 
dull ſide, 

A wiſhing wife, ſighing, began thus to chide; 

Tis hard, my dear Jack, that from me you ſhou'd ſtray, 

Be contented at home in the middling way. 

Derry down, down, down derry down. 


What abroad can you find that you have not at home? 
Jack heard her, but ſily reſolv'd to be mum; 
She pulPd him, ſhe pinch'd him, and cry'd out, John, 
Pray 
Do not ſleep now, my dear, for ' tis out of the way. 
Derry down, &c. 


With a yawn, Jack he cries, wife, what is't you want? 

I'll do all I can, if my all will content; 

Your all, my dear Jack, it is all you can ſay, 

Or all that I want in the middling way. 
Derry down, &Cc. 


To 


"0 


„„ 


To obey he began, but began in a hurry, 

Which, like poor Hans Carvel, put ma' am in a fury; 

Says ſhe, I perceive, you don't mind what I ſay; 

Lord, Jack! pray hold ſtill, for you're out of the way, 
erry down, &c. 


Why, I hate to be tantaliz'd, Jack, and you know it 

If you've any love for me, now pray, my dear, ſhow it; 

Jack obey'd the direction, till all the could ſay, 

Was, now you are plump in the middling way. 
Derry down, &c. 


I've ſung you a ſong in the middling way 

My ſinging is poor, I ſuppoſe, you will ſay; 

Yet ſo fond I'm of ſinging, my Muſe next intends 

To ſing or ſay ſomething of tother two ends. 
Derry down, &c. 


Which end is the beſt, and which moſt can prevail, 
As for ſhips, birds, and fiſh, they are ſteer d by the 
tail ; 
And altho* man and wife for the head may contend, 
They're both better pleas'd when they get t'other end. 
Derry down, &c. 


The end of our miſles, the end of our wives, 

The end of our loves, and the end of our lives; 

The end of connection 'twixt miſtreſs and male, 

Tho' the head does deſign, has its end in the tail. 
Derry down, &c. 


More ends I could name, but theſe are the beſt, 

No end ſhould I gain in recounting the reſt ; 

Yet one I will add, which you cannot think wrong, 

And that is, to make here an end to my ſong. 
Derry down, down, down derry down, 


SONG 
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SONG 314. 
HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe! 


How ſweet are her imiles upon Tweed! 
Yet Moggy's ſtill ſyecter than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed : 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 


Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 2 
Nor Tweed, gliding gently thro? thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure docs yield, Ar 
The worblers are heard in the grove, Tt 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black-bird, and lweet coong dove, Bu 
Wich muſic enchant ev ry buſh : 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſce how the primroſes ſpring ; ; A 
V ell lodge in ſome village on Tweed, ( 
And love while the feather'd folks ling. An 
How dces my love paſs the long my v ? 'Th 
Does Moggy not tend a few ſee; 4 
Do they never carcleſly ſtray, Th 
While happily ſhe hes aſleep ? F 
Tv.ceed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 
_ Kind nature indulging my bliis, Th 
To relieve the ſoft pins of my breaſt, \ 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. Sca 
U 
"Tis ſhe docs the virgins excel; | My 
No beauty with her may compare; I 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, For 
She's faireſt where thouſands are jair: N 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray? | 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed ! | Tu 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 8 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed ? Th 
I 


SONG 


E l 


S ON .315.' Dir. 


Sung by Mr. VERNORN, at Vauxhall, 


Set by Dr. AR NE 


HE gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 


Her gloſſy plumage laves 
And ſailing dovn the filver tide 
Divides the whi iſpering waves: 
The filver tide that wand” ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid knows, 


As Delia is to me. 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit-tree ſung 

And ſtill the pendant neſt ſhe view'd, 
That held her callow young: 

Tho? d:ar to her maternal heart 


The genial brocd muſt be; 


They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 


As Delia 1s to me. 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale ; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale: 
My vital blood would tans be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; 
For what the root is to the rote 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found like new fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 

The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 


May 


: 
+ 
. 
[ 
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May they of our connubial love 
A happy omen be; 

Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſnare with me. 


# i 


— — 


SONG 316. Jocker. 


Sung by Mrs. BapDELET, at Vauxhall, 


Set by Mr. PoTTER. 
OUNG Jockey 1s the blitheſt lad 


T hat ever maiden woo'd ; 

When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good: 

He talks of love when e'er we meet, 
(His words in raptures flow) 

Then tunes his pipes, and fings ſo ſweet, 
I have no power to go. 


A}! other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 

At every fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan : 

He buys me toys, and ſweet- meats too, 
And ribbons for my hair; 

No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 


Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where e'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but by; 
For I alone am all his care, 
When ever danger's nigh: 
He vous to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life: 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens ſay, 
To be young Jockey's wife. 


0 


For the lad of all la 
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SONG 317. WarwicksHIRP. 


Sung by Mr. Ver xox, Mr. DiBpin, &c. 


E Warwickſhire lads, and ye laſſes, 
See what at cur Jubilee paſſes, 
Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad, 
Warwickſhire lad, 
All be glad, 
5 was a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has lav!th'd her bounty, 
Where much ſhe has giv'n, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard, 
Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, 


For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard. 


Each ſhire has its different pleaſures, 
Each ſhire has its different treaſures ; 
But to rare Warwickſhire all muſt ſubmit, 
For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit, 
Warwickſhire wit ; 
How he writ! 
For the wit of all wits was a Warwickſhire wit, 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 


And half a ſcore more we take pride in, 
Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the ſkill; 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will, 
Warwickſhire Will, 
Ma chleſs i111, 
For the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will. 
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Our SHAKESPEARE compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor. Grecian, nor Roman; 
Their ſwans are all geeſe, to the Avon's ſweet ſwan 
Aud the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man. 
Warwickſhire man, 
Avon's ſwan, 
And the man of ail men was a Warwickſhire man, 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, 
To tieal it our bard took delight in, 
Jo make his friends merry he never was lag 
And the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag, 
Warwickſhire wag, 
Ever brag, 
For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag, 


There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd Nature: 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her orief ; 
And the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief, 
Warwick ſhife thief, 
He's the chief, 
For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief, 


SONG 318. Sung by Mrs. BaDDEL EV. 


HE pride of all Nature was ſweet Willy ®, ' 
'The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains ; 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it fo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 

He melted each maid, 

So ſk1ltul he play'd ; 
No ſhepherd cer pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 
Al 


*# SHAKESPEARE. 


op 1.5 
All Nature obey'd him, this ſweet Willy O, 
Wherever he came, 
Whate'er had a name, 


Whenever he ſung, follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


He wou'd be a * ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O, 
f When arm'd in the ſield, 
With ſword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd 'em when living, the ſweet Willy O, 
And when Willy dy'd, 
"Twas Nature that ſigh'd, 

To part with her all in her ſweet Willy O. 


* Vritcr of Tragedy. 


S O N G 319. Sap. 
Sung by Mrs. Bavverzr, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr, Porr R. 


HE laſt time I went to the fair, 
I met my faithful Sandy there; 
He left his mates and flew to me, 
And kiſs'd my hand with merry glee: 
Then led me forth beneath the vale, 
(And gave me ſweetmeats, cakes, and ale) 
Where all the village gaily ſpent 
The live-long night in merriment. 


Not all the lads I daily ſce, 
With Sandy can compared be; 
He is the moſt accomplih'd youth, 
For virtue, innocence, and truth: 
His locks are as the raven black, 
In flowing ringlets, down his back; 
With roſy checks and face fo neat, 
Aud coral lips that kits fo 2 

2 


| I 316 J 

Flis cot is ſeated by a mill, 
Adjoining to a cryſtal rill; 

Upon whoſe verdant margin creep 
(So ſweet to view) his flock of ſheep, 
Next Eaſter-day, leſs ill betide, 
He's promis'd I ſhall be his bride : 
Among the ſwains, alas! how few, 


Like Sandy, are ſo kind and true! 


„ ** 


SONG 320. 


Sung by Mrs. BuxchETL, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Dr. Arxeg. 


OW blithe was I each morn to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good will: 
I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay; 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And cheer'd me all the day, 
Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 


With his pipe and my ewes. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt ning by; 

The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody : 

While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho? e'er fo rich and gay. 


Oh! the Broom, &c. 


137 1 

He did oblige me ev'ry hour: 
Cou'd ] but faithful be ? 

Ile ftole my heart: Could J reſuſe 


Whate'er he aſd of me? 8 | 

IJard fate! that 1 muſt baniſh'd be, "7; 
1 . 44 
Gang heavily and mourn, 5 


Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſœain 
Jhat ever yet was born. 


Oh! the Brom, &c, 


SONO 321. 
Sung by Mr. Lows, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Dr. BuYCE. 


Hs W Lleſt has my time been! what days have I 
known, 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jefly my own ?. 
SO joyful my heart is, ſo eaty my chain, 
That freedom 1s taſteleſs, and roving a pain; 
That freedom, &c. 


Thro' watks grown with woodbines, as often we tray, 
Around us our boys and girls frolie and play; | 
How pleaſing their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jefſy and me. 


And borrow, &c, 


To try her ſweet temper oft'times am T-ſeen 
In revels all day with the nymphs of the green ; 
Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with compliance and ſmiles, 
And meets, &c. 
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eee on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 

and good-humour bloom all the year thro! : 

Time fill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 

And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth, 
And gives, &c. 


Ye ſhepherds fo guy, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows the too credulous fair; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam! 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home, 


To hold it, &c. 


SONG 322. The Faviri.z:s Exnpravoun, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


HEN gentle Harriot firſt I aw, 
Struck with a reverential awe, 
felt my boſom mov'd ; 
Fer eaſy ſhape, her charming face, 
She ſmii'd and talk'd with ſo much grace, 
I gaz'd, admir'd, and lov'd, 


Up to the buſy town I flew, 
And wander'd all its pleaſures thro', 
In hopes to eaſe my care : 
The buſy town but mocks my pain, 
Its gayeſt pleaſures all are vain, 
For Harriot haunts me there. 


The labours of the learned ſage, 
The comic humour of the ſtage, 
By turns my time employ z 
I reliſh not the ſage's lore, 
'The ftage's humour pleaſe no more, 
For Harriot's all my joy. 


Som 2. 
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Sometimes 1 try'd the jovial throng, 

Sometimes the female train among, 
To chace her form away; 

The jovial throng is noiſy, rude, 

Nor other female dares intrude, 
Where Harriot bears the ſway. 


Since then nor art nor learning can, 
Nor company of maid or man, 

For want of thee atone; 
O come with all thy conqu'ring charms ! 
O come, and take me to thy arms! 

For thou art all in one. 


K 


_— 


SONG. 323. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HEN Damon languiſh'd at my feet, 
And I believ'd him true, 

The moments of delight how ſweet! 

But ah! how ſwiit they flew : 
The funny hill, the flow'ry vale, 

The garden and the grove, 
Have echo'd to his ardent tale, 

And vows of endleſs love. 


The conqueſt gain'd, he left his prize, 
He left her to complain; ; 

To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 
And meaſure time for pain: 

But heav'n will take the mourner's part, 
In pity to deſpair; 

Ard the lalt ſigh that rends the keart, 
Shall waft the ſpirit there. 


O 4 SONG 
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S UN 324. 
Set by Dr. Boy c. 


AIL no more, ye learned aſſes, 
*Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies 3 
Sound 1ts depth, and fill your glailes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies: 
Fill them higher, ſtill, and highe 
Shallow draughts perplex the banks: - 


Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the ſcene for Wit and Pleaſure, 

Enter Follity and Joy: 

We for Thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly Mirth 1s our employ : 

mow in life there's nothing certain, 

We'll the preſent hour engage; 

And when death ſhall drop the curtain, 

With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


Lt. —_——— — 


SONG 325. The GEN EROVS DisSTRES5, 
Set by Dr. AR NE. 


LOW, ye bleak winds, around mv head, 
And ſooth my heart-corrod ing care; 
Plaſh round my brows, ye light'nings red, 
And blaſt the laurels planted there: 
But may the maid, where'er ſne be, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


May all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind; 

May from her breaſt my vov's remove, 
And no remembrance leave behind: 


But 


E 3 


But may the maid, where'er ſue be, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me, 


O! may I ne'er behold her more, 
For ſhe has robb'd my ſoul of reſt ; 
Wiſdom's aflillance is too poor 
To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt: 
But may the maid, wherc'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me, 


Come, death, O! come, thou friendly ſleep, 
And with my ſorrows lay me low; 

And, ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 
Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her woez 

But may ſhe think, where'er ſhe be, 

No more of my. diſtreſs nor me, 


SONG 325. The Cunoics. 
Set by Dr. AR NE, 


F e'er I ſhould learn the ſweet leſſon of love, 


Let theſe be the marks of the man I approve; 


No pedant, yet learned, not rake-helly gay; 
Nor laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay. 
To all my ſex ftill obliging and free, 

Yet never ſhew fondneſs to any but me; 

In public preſerve the decorum that's juſt, 
And ſhew in his eyes he 1s true to his trult, 


But when the long:hours of obſervance are paſt, 
And we ſweetly retreat to a welcome repaſt, 
May e'vry fond pleaſure that moment cndear, - 
Be baniih'd atar both diſcretion and fear : 
Forgetting and ſcorning the airs of a crowd, 
He may ceaſe to be formal, and I to be proud; 
Till loft in che; oy, WE confeſs that we live, 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive, 
W.x | 
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And 
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And that my delight may be ſtedfaſtly fix'd, 

Let the friend and the lover be properly mix'd, 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul can confide, 

Whoſe kindneſs can ſooth me, whoſe counſel can 
uide : : 

From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, 

No danger ſhould fright me, no millions ſhould bribe, 

But till I can find fo uncommon a ſwain, 


As I long have liv'd fingle, I'll ſingle remain. 


— — 


6 
Sung by Mrs. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. WorGan,. 


E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart ; 
Fo: once attentive be a while 
To what I now 1mpart : 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precept of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him, 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eightcen years, 
And Iſablel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears; 
The youthful blood begins tz flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
1 he ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaft ; 
And you by frrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt; 
Be 


—— 


L 323 3 


Be not too bold nor yet too coy, 
With prudence lure the happy boy, 
Aid that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; 

And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide: 

The maid who thinks to gain a mate 

By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing neer the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 

Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 
Your innocence perplex. 

Be always decent as a bride, 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide; i 
For that's the way to keep him. | 


But when the nuptial knot 1s faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware: 

His love with kind compliance meet, 

Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


SON G 328. The BIRD. . | 
Sung by Mr. RaworTrHn, at Marybone-gardens, 
Set by Mr. Stow. 


HE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro' the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood; 
Q 6 The 
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The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms ; 
And ſickens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 


Sach fondneſs with impatience join'd, 


My faithful boſom fres ; ' 
Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, h 

The queen of my defires : N 
The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, ＋ 

All ſimiles are vain, | . x 
To ſhew how ardentiy I love, is 


Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heav'n and joy divine: 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 


More pure, more warm thau mines 7 
take what liberty I dare, 14 

Twere impious to ſay more; | F; 
Convey mv longings to the fair, Y 

The god deſs I adore, N 


3 


SONG 329. Cox r ENT. f N 
Sung by Mr. Hunsox, Set by Mr, Goopwi jun. 


E R moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
and bare, . 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 
Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 
crov n'd, | 
Green raſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her caſe ment ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſud ſeats at her door. 
We. 


©.» 


The cottager Peace is well known for her fire; 


1 
We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 
Whilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe 
calt, 
Love ſlily ſtole into my breaſt, 
I told my ſoft withes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Le virgins, her voice was divine) 
« I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
«« Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine,” 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect fo meck, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms ; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I ſink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow-riſing hills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views; 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtila, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 

To pomp, or proud titles, the ne'er did aſpire; 
The damſel's of humble deſcent : 


And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 


F 
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Sung by Miſs Wzrcur, at Ranelagh. 


H O* his paſſion in filence the youth would 
conceal,. 
What his tongue would not utter his eyes ſill reveal, 
And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 
That they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love. | 
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| To the grove or the green, to the dance, or the fair, 

_ V.'herc'er I po, my biithe ſhepherd is there; 

I know the fn youth by his bluſh and his ſmile, 

And ſurely ſucl: looks were not made to beguile. 


Tho' indiff*rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 

Tho' his words are to her, yet his I oks are to me. 


When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear 


He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt to | 
hear : 
Should he mention his love, tho' my pride would l 
deny, | 
My hezrt whiipers Celia, fond Celia, comply. | 
SONG 331. |: 


Sung by Miſs STEvexsON, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mrs. WorGan. 


INCE jenny thinks mean her heart's love to 
deny, 
And Peggy's uneaſy, when Harry's not by; 
1 will own, without bluſhing, were all the world by, 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 


He brought me a wreath which lis hand did compoſe, 

Where the dale-loving hly was twin'd with the roſe ; 

Young myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſe, . 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, * 
And Willy's, &c. | 
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By myrtle, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd, 
The roſe, like your lips, in vermillion is dreſs'd, 
And the lily for whiteneſs would vie with your breaſt, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 


Theſe ribbands of mine were his gifts at the fair; 
My mother look*d croſs, and cry'd, Fanny, beware! 
But d'ye think I regard her? Not l, I declare; 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 


Beneath a tall beech, and reclin'd on his crook, 

| I ſaw my young ſhepherd, how ſweet was his look! 
He aſk'd for one kiſs, but a hundred he took, 

| And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 

And Willy's, &c. 


Then what can I do, O inflru& me, ye maids ! 
When a lover fo kindly, fo warmly invades, 
Whoſe filence as much as his language perſuades? 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


j TOASTS 


TO AS TS, SENTIMENTS, 
HOB NO BS, &c. 


MANY OF THEM NEW, 


Compiled and written for this Work. | 


ONSTANCY in love, and ſincerity in friend- 
ſhip. 


Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 

Succeſs to the lover, and. joy to the beloved. 

May the ſingle be marry'd, and the marry'd be happy. 

Succeſs to the falling woman, and the ſtanding man. 

The magic ring. 

May our joy and vigour be united, and both be ex- 
tenſive. 


May our joys with the fair give pleaſure to the heart, 

May our happineſs be fin gere, and our joys be laſting. 

'The pleaſures of imagination realiz'd, ei 
Han's Carvel!'s ring 

The mother of all ſouls. 


May our pleafures be boundleſs, while we have time | 
to enjoy them. F 
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Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure. 
The female reaper, that never leaves a handfu? 
ſtanding. | 
The veniſon feaſt, four haunches well ſpitted. 


Honour and influence to the public-ſpirited patrons 
of trade, 


May contempt be the fate of ſuch among us as ſtrut in 
foreign foppery, to the deſtruction of the trade 
and manufactures of England, 


May power ever continue in the friends of England, 
The beggar's bleſſing. 
The love of liberty, and liberty in love. 


The faireſt in Middleſex, and the middle of the fair | 
ſex. 


The thatch'd houſe under the hill, 
Life, love, and liberty, 
May we never want vigour when we come to a ſhift. 


Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it, and life to 
him that has courage to loſe it. 


Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 


Every honeſt mai his right, and every rogue a halter, 
Extreme unction in dying virginity. 


Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt, and a 
guinea, | 


All our wants and wiſhes. 
Kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom we kiſs. 
Equal joy in a critical minute, 


Succeſs to the lover, honour to the brave, 
Health to the ſick, and freedom to the ſlave, 
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Perpetual diſappointment to the enemies of England, 


May the true lovers of liberty in England be for ever 
united in affection, as they are in intereſt, 


May he who has neither wife, miſtreſs, or eſtate in 
England, never have any ſhare in the govern- 
ment of it. 


Diſappointment to thoſe who barter the cauſe of their 
country for oſtentation or ſordid gain. 


May we always be attached to thoſe who perſevere in 
generous endeavours to promote the welfare of 
their country. 


The ſteady friends of Britain. 


Diſappointment to thoſe who form expectations of 
places and penſions on the ruin of their country. 


May all thoſe who for ſordid intereſt endeavour to be- 
tray their country, meet the fate of Judas, 


May the enemies of Britain never eat the bread there- 
of, or, if they do, be choaked with the firſt bit. 


A ſpesdy export to all the enemies of England with- 
out a draw- back. 


May we never want ſpirit and reſolution to defend our 
independency aguluſt the attacks of ambition. 

The honeſt North country ſmith, who refuſed to ſhoe 
for the man who voted againſ his country, 

May all attempts to pervert nd deſtroy our precious 
conſtitution be fruſtrated and void, 

May we always deteſt the malice of thoſe, who at- 
tempt to diſunite the intereſt of our king and 
country, whicu arc ever inſeparable. 

The honeſt patriot and uabiaſc'd Briton, 


May 
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May we always be able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, who, by 


a ſteady and uniform adherence to their duty, 
diſtinguiſh themſelves. 


May our endeavours be always ſucceſ:ful, when en- 
aged under the banner of juſtice. 
May we always be able to reſiſt the ataults of pro- 
ſperity and adverſity, 


May our conſcience be ſound, tho' our ſortune be 
rotten. 


May temptation never conquer virtue. 
Frugality without meannefs, 

May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 
May we be rich in friends rather than money, 
May we be loved by thoſe whom we love, 

May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 


May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit, rather than 
money. 


May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and friends 
to nothing but merit. 


May we never ſeek applauſe from party principles, 
but always deſerve it from public ſpirit, 


May we, as Chriſtians, be zealous without nnchari- 
tableneſs; as ſubjects, loyal without ſervility 
and as Citizens, free without faction. 


May ability for doing good be equalled by inclination, 
May our benevolence be bounded only by oar fortune, 


May thoſe who inherit the title of gentlemen by 
birth, deſerve 1t by their lives, 


May fortune be always an attendant on virtue, 


May 
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May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his dues, or 
a credulous girl out of her virtue. 


Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 
Community, unity, navigation, and trade. > 
More friends and leſs need of them. 


May the man we love be honeſt, and the land we live 
in free, 


May we always have a friend, and know his value, 

May hemp bind him whom honour can't, 

The two ſtrangers at c—t, [Honour and Honeſty.] 
The agreeable rubs of life. | 
The magical monoſy able. 

Sweet Briars. 5 

The road to a chriſtening. 


May we never want a friend, and a bottle to give 
him. 


A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 

The two friends who weep at meeting. 

The key that lets the man in, and the maid out. 
The bird in hand, and then in the buſh, 
Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds. 

The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good humour, 
The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 
Proviſion to the unprovided. 


May we have in our arms, whom we love in our 
hearts. | 


The pleaſure of pleaſing. 
The firſt game ever play'd at. 
The nice houſe- maid. 
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The pleaſure we enjoy face to face, 


Up with the linen, down with the claret. 

Breaſt work. 

May they never want, who have ſpirit to ſpend. 

BuckixGer's boot. [He had neither legs or arms.] 

What charms, arms, and diſarms, 

May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 

The female ceconomiſt, 

The union of two fond hearts. 

A woman's ſmall and large beauties, 

Ligonier's livery. 

All true hearts and ſound bottoms, 

Love for love. 

Love, ſire, and frolick. h 

Your love for mine, and our's for that of the com- 
pany. 

Love and opportunity. 

Gaiety and innocence, 

Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes, 

Taſte to our pleaſtre, and pleaſure to our taſte, 

Health, joy, and mutual love. 


Love without fear. 
And life without care. 


Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit, 
All that gives you pleaſure. 


Health, love, and ready rino, 
To all that you and I know. 
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May the eveaing's diverſion bear the morning's re- 
flection. 


May our repreſentatives ee defend what they 
have wiſely reſolved, 


Union, ſtability, and fidelity among the ſons of 
liberty. 

Liberty, property, and no exciſe. 

Health and ſucceſs to the Bucks of London, &c. 

May all true hearts never want a ſhilling and a good 
bedfellow. 

May all honeſt ſouls find a friend in need. 

Good luck till we are tired of it. 

A cobwecb pair of breeches; a porcupine ſaddle; a 


hard trotting horſe; and a long journey, to He 
enemies of Great Britain, 


M ay the wings of extravagancy be clipt by the ſhears 
of conomy. 


Con fuſion to thoſe, who, wearing the maſk of patri- 
otiſin, pull it off, and deſert the cauſe of Liberty 
in the day of trial. 


May genius and merit never want a friend. 
The ſteady friends of Britain. 
Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep it. 


That prudence, moderation, and an invariable atten- 
tion to the public good, may cement the people 
of England. 


May the friends of England ever have acceſs to the 
throne. 


That freemen may never more be conſider'd as pro- 
perty to be {cd to market. 


May 
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May our repreſentatives, like Free- maſons, be elected 
by ballot. 


The loſing gamſters. 
May he that made the d— ! take us all. 


Horſes ſtrong, foxes plenty; men ſtout, and women 
healthy. 


All that love can give or ſenſibility enjoy. 
May we never ſpeak to deceive, nor liſten to betray. 
5 Always provided nevertheleſs, 
May nothing ever ail us or fail us, 
May the honeſt heart never know diſtreſs, 
The ladics— ſtanding. 
May we never know ſorrow but by the name. 
Peace and plenty. 
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